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0 
Lord HAUOHTON. 


My Loxv, | | 


thought I found, ſomewhat ſo moy- 
NN ing in the Serious Part of it, and ſo plca- 
but in the Comick, as might det etve 
a a more than ordinary Care in both: 
Accordingly, I us'd the beſt of my 
Endeavour, in the Management of two Plots, 10 
very different trom each other, that ic was nor 
perhaps the Talent of every Writer, to have made 
them of a Piece. Neither have I attempted other 
Plays of the ſame Nature, in my Opinion, with 
the ſame Judgment ; though with like Succels, 
And. though many Poets may ſuſpect themſelves 
for the Fondnels and Partiality of Parents to their 
youngeſt Children, yet 1 hope I may ſtand ex- 
empted from this Rule, becauſe I know my ſelf 
too well to be ever ſatisfied with my own Con- 
ceptions, which have ſeldom reach'd to thoſe I- 
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dea's that I had within me: and conſequently, I 
preſume I may have Liberty to judge when 1 
write more or leſs pardonably, as an ordinary 
Marks-man may know certainly when he ſhoots 
leſs wide at what he aims. Beſides, the Care and 
Pains I have beſtowed on this beyond my other 
Tragi-comedies, may reaſonably make the World 
conclude, that either I can do nothing tolerably, 
or that this Poem is not much amiſs. Few good 
Pictures have been finiſh'd at one Sitting; neither 
can a true juſt Play, which is to bear the Teſt of 
Ages, be produc'd at a Heat, or by the Force of 
Fancy, without the Maturity of Judgment. For 
my own Part, I have both ſo juſt a Diffidence of 
my ſelf, and ſo great a Reverence for my Audi- 
ence, that I dare venture nothing without a ſtrict 
Examination; and am as much aſham'd to put a 
looſe indigeſted Play upon the Publick, as I ſhou'd 
be to offer Braſs Money in a Payment: For tho? 
it ſhou'd be taken, (as it is too often on the Stage, ) 
yet it would be found in the ſecond telling : And 
a judicious Reader will diſcover in his Cloſet that 
traſhy Stuff, whoſe Glittering deceiv'd him in the 
Action. I have often heard the Stationer ſighing 
in his Shop, and wiſhing for thoſe Hands to take 
oft his melancholy Bargain, which clapp'd its Per- 
formance on the Stage. In a Play-houſe every 
Thing contributes to impoſe upon the Judgment; 
the Lights, the Scenes, the Habits, and, above 
all, the Grace of Action, which is commonly the 
beſt where there is the moſt Need of it, ſurpriſe 
the Audience, and caſt a Miſt upon their Under- 
ſtandings; not unlike the Cunning of a Juggler, 
who is always * us in the Face, and over- 
whelming us with Gibberiſh, only that he may 
gain the Opportunity of making the cleaner Con- 
veyance of his Trick. But thele falſe Beauties of 


the Stage are no more laſting than a Rain- bow; 
when 
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when the Actor ceaſes to ſhine upon them, when 
he gilds them no longer with his Reflection, they 
vaniſh in a twinkling, I have ſometimes won- 
der'd, in the Reading, what was become of thoſe 
glaring Colours which amaz'd me in B, Dam- 
boys upon the Theatre: but when I had taken up 
what [ ſuppos'd a fallen Star, I found I had been 
cozen'd with a Jelly : nothing but a cold, dull 
Maſs, which glitter'd no longer than it was ſhoot- 
ing: A dwartiſh Thought dreſs'd up in gigantick 
Words, Repetition in abundance, Looſeneſs of 
Expreſſion, and groſs Hyperboles; the Senſe of 
one Line expanded prodigiouſly into ten : and, 
to ſum up all, uncorrect Exgliſb, and a hideous 
Mingle of falſe A 2 true Nonſenſe; or, 
at beſt, a Scantling of Wit which lay gaſping for 
Life, and groaning beneath a Heap of Rubbiſh. 
A famous modern Poet us'd to facrifice every 
Year a Statins to Virgil's Manes : and I have In- 
dignation enough to burn a Dambeys annually 
to the Memory of Join. But now, my Lord, 
I am ſenſible, perhaps too late, that I have gone 
too far: for I remember ſame Verſes of my own: 
Maximin and Almanzor which cry Vengeance 
upon me for their Extravagance, and which J 
wiſh heartily in the fame Fire with Satius and 
Chapman: All I can ſay for thoſe Paſlages, 
which are, I hope, not many, is, that I kneiy 
they were bad enough to pleaſe, even when 1 
wrote them: But I repent of them amongſt my 
Sins: and if any of their Fellows intrude by 
Chance into my preſent Writings, I draw a Stroke 
over all thoſe Dalliab's of the Theater; and am- 
reſolv'd I will ſettle my ſelf no Reputation by. 
the Applauſe of Fools. Tis not that [ am mor- 
tified to all Ambition, but I ſcorn as much to 
take it from half-witted Judges, as I ſhou'd to 
raiſe an Eſtate by cheating of Bubbles. Neither 
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do I diſcommend the lofty Style in Tragedy 
which is naturally pompous and magnificent: but 
nothing is truly ſablime that is not juſt and pro- 
per. If the Ancients had judg'd by the ſame 
Meafures which a common Reader takes, they 
had concluded Hatius to have written higher than 
Virgil, for 


Que ſuperimpoſito moles geminata Coloſſo, 
carries a more thundering kind of Sound than, 
Tityre tn patule recubans ſub tegmine fagi: 


Yet Virgil had all the Majeſty of a lawful Prince, 
and Statius only the Bluſtering of a Tyrant. But 
when Men affect a Virtue which they cannot 
reach, they fall into a Vice, which bears the near- 
eſt Reſemblance to it. Thus an injudicious Poet 
who aims at Loftineſs, runs eafily into the ſwel- 
ling puffy Stile, becauſe it looks like Greatneſs. 
I remember, when I was a Boy, I thought ini- 
mitable Spencer a mean Poet, in Compariſon of 
Silveſter's Dubartas: and was rapt into an Ecſtaſy 
when I read theſe Lines : 


Now when the Winter's keener Breath began 
To chryſtalize the Baltick Ocean; 
To glaze the Lakes, to bridle up the Floods, 
And perriwig with Snow the bald-pate Woods : 


I am much deceiv'd if this be not abominable 
Fuſtian, that is, Thoughts and Words ill-ſorted, 
and without the leaſt Relation to each other : yet 
I dare not anſwer for an Audience, that they 
wou'd not clap in on the Stage: ſo little Value 


there is to be given to the common Cry, that 
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nothing but Madnefs can pleaſe Mad-men, and 
a Poet muſt be of a Piece with the SpeQators, 
to gain a Reputation with them. But, as in a 
Room, contriv'd for State, the Height of the 
Roof ſhou'd bear a Proportiou to the Area; ſo, 
in the no erg of Poetry, the Strength and 
Vehemence of Figures ſhou'd be ſuited to the 
Occaſion, the Subject, and the Perſons. All be- 
yond this is monſtrous; 'tis out of Nature, 'tis 
an Excreſcence, and not a living Part of Poetry. 
| had not ſaid thus much, if ſome young Gal- 
lants, who pretend to Criticiſm, had not told 
me, that this Tragi-comedy wanted the Dignity 
of Style: but, as a Man, who is charg'd with a 
Crime of which he thinks himſelf innocent, is 
apt to be too eager in his own Defence; ſo per- 
haps I have vindicated my Play with more Parti- 
ality than I ought, or than ſuch a Trifle can de- 
ſerve. Yet, whatever Beauties it may want, tis 
free at leaſt from the Groflneſs of thoſe Faults 
I mention'd : What Credit it has gain d upon the 
Stage, I value no farther than in Reference to 
my Profit, and the Satisfaction I had, in ſeeing it 
repreſented with all the Juſtneſs and Gracetal- 
neſs of Action. But as 'tis my Intereſt to pleaſe 
my Audience, ſo "tis my Ambition to be read; 
that I am ſure is the more laſting and the nobler 
Defign : for the Propriety of [ honghts and Words, 
Which are the hidden Beauties of a Play, are but 
confus'dly judg'd in the Vehemence of Action: 
All things are there beheld, as in a haſty Mo- 
tion, where the Objects only glide before the 


Eye, and difappear. The moſt diſcerning Critick 


can judge no more of theſe ſilent Graces in the 
Action, than he who rides Poſt through an un- 
known Country can diſtinguiſh the Situation. 
of Places, and the Nature of the Soil. Ibe Pu- 
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rity of Phraſe, the Clearneſs of Conception and 
Expreſſion, the Boldneſs maintain'd to Majeſty, 
the Significancy and Sound of Words, not 
ſtrain'd into Bombaſt, but juſtly elevated; in ſhort, 
thoſe very Words and J houghts which cannot 
be chang'd, but for the worſe, muſt of Neceffity 
eſcape our tranſient View upon the Theatre: and 
yet without all theſe a Play may take. For, if 
either the Story move us, or the Actor help the 
Lameneſs of it with his Performance, or now 
and then a glittering Beam of Wit or Paſſion 
ſtrike through the Obſcurity of the Poem, any 
of theſe are ſufficient to effect a preſent Liking, 
but not to fix a laſting Admiration ; for nothing 
but Truth can long continue; and Time is the 
ſureſt Judge of Truth. I am not vain enough 
to think 1 have left no Faults in this, which that 
Touchſtone will not diſcover ; neither indeed is 
it poſſible to avoid them in a Play of this Nature. 
There are evidently two Actions in it: but it 
will be clear to any judicious Man, that with 
half the Pains I could have rais'd a Play from 
either of them: for this Time I fſatisfy'd my Hu- 
movr, which was to tack two Plays together; 
and to break a Rule for the Pleaſure of Variety. 
The Truth is, the Audience are grown weary of 
continu'd melancholy Scenes: and I dare venture 
to prophefie, that few Tragedies, except thoſe in 
Verſe, ſhall ſucceed in this Age, if they are not 
lighten'd with a Courſe of Mirth. For the Feaſt 
is too dull and ſolemn without the Fiddles. But 
how difficult a Task this is, will ſoon be try'd ; 
tor a ſeveral Genius is requir'd to either Way : 
and without both of em, a Man, in my Opinion, 
is but half a Poet for the Stage. Neither is it ſo 
trivial an Undertaking, to make a Tragedy end 


happily ; for 'tis more difficult to ſave than *tis 
to 
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to kill. The Dagger and the Cup of Poyſon are 
always in a Readineſs ; but to bring the Action to 
the laſt Extremity, and then by probable Means to 
recover all, will require the Art aud Judgment ot 
a Writer; and colt him many a Pang in the Per- 
formance. 


And now, My-Lord, I muft confeſs that what 


I have wrirten, looks more like a Preface, than a 


Dedication ; and truly it was thus far my Deſign, . 
that I might entertain you. with ſomewhat in my 
own Art, which might be more worthy. of a: 


noble Mind, than the ſtale exploded Trick of 


fulſome Panegyricks. Tis difficult to. write. 
juſtly on any thing, but almoſt impoſſible in Praiſe. . 


I ſhall therefore wave ſo nice a Subject; and on- 
5. tell you, that in recommending a Proteſtant 
lay to a Proteſtant. Patron, as I do my ſelf an 


Honour, ſo I do your Noble Family a Right, 


who have been always eminent in the Support- 


and Favour. of our Religion and Liberties. And 


if the Promiſes of your Youth, your Education 


at home, and your Experience abroad, deceives- 


me not, the Principles you have embrac'd are 
ſuch, as will no way degenerate from your An- 
ceſtors, but refreſh their Memory in the Minds 
of all true Engliſhmen, and renew their Luſtre 
in your Perſon; which, My Lord, is not more 
the Wiſh, than it is the conſtant ExpeQation of 


Nur LORDSHK1IP's. 
moſt Obedient, Faithful Servant, 


Joux Davpen. 
Ay 
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PROLOGUE. 
OW Luck for us, and a kind bearty Pit; 


N For he who pleaſes, never fails of Wit: 


Honour is yours; 

And you, like Kings at City-Treats, beſtow it; 

The Writer kneols, and is bid rife a Poet: 

But you are fickle Sovereigns, to our Sorrow, 

Ton dubb to-day and hang a Man to-morrow ; 

Ton cry the ſame Senſe up, and down again, 

Fuſt like Braſi Mony once a Year in Spain: 

Take you ith' Mood, what-eer baſe Metal come, 
You coin as faſt as Groats at Rromingham : 
Though tis no more like Senſe in ancient Plays, 
Than Rome's Religion like St. Peter's Days. 

In ſhort, fo ſwift your Fudgments turn and wind, 
You caſt our fleeteſt Wits a Mile behind. 

were well your Fudgments but in Plays did rauge, 
But e en your Follies, and Debauabes change 

With ſuch a Whirl, the Poets of your Age 

Are tyr'd, and cannot ſcore *em on the Stags, 
Unleſs each Vice in Short-hand they indite, 

Ev'n as notch Prentices whole Sermons, write. 

Tae heavy Hollanders ns Vices know, 

But what they us'd a hundred Years ago; 

Like honeſt Plants, where they were ſtuck they grow; 
They eheat, but ſtill from cheating Sires they come; 
They drink, but they were chriſt ned firſt in Mum. 


Their 


PROLOGUE. 
Their patrimonial Sloth the Spaniards keep, 

And Philip faſt taught Philip bow to fleep. © 
The French and we ſtill change, but here's the Curfs 
They change for better, and we change for worſe; 
They take up our old Trads of Conquering, 

And we are taking theirs, to dance and ſig : 
Our Fathers did, for Change, to France repair, 
And they, for Change, will try our Engliſh Ai, 
As Children, when they throw one Toy away, 
Strait a more fooliſh Gewgaw comes in Play: 

So we, grown. penitent, on ſerious thinking; 
Leave Whoring, and devoutly fall to Drinking. 
Scow'ring the Vatch grows out-of-Faſhion Mit: 
Now we ſet up for Tilting in the Pit, 

Where tis agreed by Bullies, chickett- hearted, 

To fright the Ladies firſt, and then be parted. 

A fair Attempt has twice or thrice been made, 
To hire Night Murtiirers, and make Death a Trade. 
hen Murthers out, what Vice can we advance? 
Unleſs the new found Pois ning Trick of France: 
And when their Art of Rats-bane we have got, 
By Way of Thanks, we'll ſend em ver our Plot. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


2 MEN. 

Torriſmond. Mr. Betterton. 
Bertrau. Mr. Williams. 
Alphonſo. Mr. Wiltfheir« 
Lorenzo, his Son. Mr. Smith 
Raymond. Mr. Gillow. 
Pedro. Mr. Underhill. 
Gomez. Mr. Nokes. 


Dominick, the Spaniſh Fryar, Mr. Lee. 


WOMEN. 


Leovora, Queen of Arragon. Mrs. Barry. 
Tereſa, Woman to Leonora. Mrs. Crofts. 
Elvira, Wife to Gomez, Mrs. Betterton. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


Alphonſo and Pedro meet, with Soldiers on each 
| Side, Drums, &c. 


A.LP HONS o. 
AND: give the Word. 
r.. The Queen of Arragon. 
Alph, Pedro how goes the Night? 
Ped. She wears apace. 
* Then welcome Day- light: We ſhall 
ve warm Work ont: 
| gage 
His utmoſt Forces on this next Aſfault, 
To win,a Queen and Kingdom. 
Ped. Pox.o' this Lyon-way of ' wooing, though: 
Is the Queen ftirring yet? 
Alph, She has not been abed, but in her Chapel 
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All Night devoutly witch'd, and brib'd the Saints 
With Vows for her Deliveramoe. 3 

Ped. O! Alphonſo, | 

I fear they come too late: Her Father's Crimes ; 
Sit heary on ber, and weigh down ber Prayers, : 
A Crown ufurp*d; a lawful King depos d, : 
In Bondage held, debarr'd the common Light; | 
His Children murther'd, and his Friends dcſtroy'd: | 
. 


What can we leſs expect than what we feel; 
And what we fear will follow ? F 
Alph. Heav'n avert it! © 1 [vent 3 
Ped. Then Heav'a muſt not be Heav'n, Judge the B- A 
By what has paſs d. Th' Uſurper joy'd not long 
His ill- got Crown! Tis true, he dy d in Peace: 9 
Unriddle that, ye Pow'rs; but left his Daughter, 
Our preſent Queen, ingag'd, upon his Death-bed, | 
To marry. with young Bertran, whoſe curs'd Father ; 
Had help'd to make. bim great. Mo 
Hence, you well know, this fatal War aroſe: 
Becauſe the Moor Abgalla, with whoſe Troops 
Th' Uſurper gain'd the Kingdom, was refusd, 
And, as an, Infidel, his Love deſpis d. 
Alph. Well, we are Soldiers, Pedro, and, like Lawyers, 
Plead for our Pay. 
Ped; A good Cauſe wou'd do, well though; 
It gives my Sword an Edge. You ſee this Bertran 
Has now 1 times been beaten by the Moors: 
What Hope we have is in young Torriſmond, 


Your Brother's Son. 
Alph. He's a ſuccefsful Warrior, 


| And has the Soldiers Hearts: Upon the Skirts 


Of Arragon our ſquander'd Troops he rallies : 
Our Watchmen, from the Tow'rs with longing Eyes 
Expe bis ſwift Arrival ed 

Fed, It muſt be ſwifr, or it will come too late. 

Alpth, No more: !————— Duke Bertran. 

Entey Bertran attended. 2 

Bert. Relieye the Centries that have wrateh d all Night, 

[To Ped.] Now, Colonel; have you diſpos d your Men, 
That you ſtand, idle, here? | | JE 

Fed. Mine are drawn off, ; 
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To take a ſhort Repoſe, | | 

Bert. Short let it be, | 
For, from the Mooriſh Camp, this Hour and more, 
There has been heard a diſtant humming Noiſe, 
Like Bees diſturb'd, and arming in. their Hives, 

What Courage in our Soldiers? Speak! What Hope? 

Ped. As much as when Phyſicians ſhake their Heads, 
And bid their dying Patient think of Heaven. 

Our Walls are thioly mann d: our beſt Men lain : 
The reſt, an heartleſs Number, ſpent with Watching, 
And haraſs'd out with Duty. 

Bert. Good-night all then. 

Ped. Nay, for my Part, tis. but a fingle Life 
I have to loſe: I'll plant my Colours down 
In the Mid-breach, and by em fix my Foot: 

Say a ſhort Soldier's Prayer, to ſpare the Trouble 
Of my few Friends above; and then expect 
The next fair Bullet. 

Alph, Never was known a Night of fuch Diſtraction : 
Nolte ſo confus'd and dreadful: juſtling Crowds, 
That run, and know not whither : Torches gliding, 
Like Meteors, by each other in the Streets. | 

Ped, I met a reverend, fat, old, gouty Fryar; 
With a Paunch ſwolPn ſo high, his double Chin 
Might reſt upon't: A true Son of the Church; 
Freſh-colour'd, and well thriven on his Trade, 

Come puffing with his greszy bald-pate Choir, 
And fumbling Oer bis Beads, ia fuch an Agony, 
He told 'em. falſe for Fe: About his Neck 
There hung a Wench; the Label of his Function: 
Whom he k off, i faith, methought, unkindly. 
It ſeems the holy Stallion durſt not ſcore 
Another Sin betore he left the World. 

Enter a. Captain. 

Cape. To Arms, my Lord, to Arms! 

From the Moors Camp the Noile prows louder Qilt: 
Rattling'of Armour, Trumpets, Drums and. Ataballes; 
And ſometimes Peals of Shouts rhat rend the Heav'as, 
Like Victory: Then Groans. again, and Howlings, 
Like thoſe of vanquiſſid Men; but every Echo 

Goes fainter off; and dyes in diſtant Sounds, 
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Bert. Some falſe Attack: expect on t' other Side: 
One to the Gunners on St. Tages Tow'r; Bid 'em, for 
Level their Cannon lower: On my Soul, * [Shame, | 
They're all'corrupted with the Gold of Barbary 7 
To carry over, and not hurt the Maor. 

Enter a ſecond Captain. 

2 Capt. My Lord, here's freſh Intelligence arriy'd: 
Our Army, led by Valiant Torriſmond, 
Is now in hot Engagement with the Moors; 


Tis ſaid, within their Trenches, 4 


Ber. I think all Fortune is reſery'd for him. 
He might have ſent us Word though; 
And then we cou'd baye favour'd his Attempt 
With Sallies from the Town. FSI : 
Alph. It cou'd not be: f 
We were ſo cloſe block d up, that none cou d peep 
Upon the Walls and live: But yet tis time 
Bert. No, *tis too late; I will not hazard it: 
On Pain of Death, let no Man dare to ſally. 
Ped. [ Aſide.] Oh Envy, Envy, how it works within 
How now ! what means this Show ? [him | 
Alph. Tis a Proceſſion: | | 
The Queen is going to the great Cathedral, 
To pray for our Succeſs againſt the Moors. 
Ped. Very good: She uſurps the Throne; keeps the 
eld King in Priſon; and, at the ſame time, is praying for 
a Bleſſing: Oh Religion and Roguery, how they go 


ether! 

5 [4 Proceſſion of Prieſts and Choriſters in White, with 
Tapers, follow'd by the Ducen and Ladies, goes. 
over the Stage: Choriſters ſinging, | 

Keok down, ye Bleſs'd above, look down, 
Behold our weeping Matrons Tears, 
Behold our tender Virgin: Fears, 

And with Succeſs our Armies crown, 

Look down, ye Bleſs'd above, look down; 
Oh ! ſave us, ſave us, and our Stats reſtore; . 
For Pity, Pity, Pity, we implore: | 

De Pity, Pity, Pity, we implore. 

[The Proceſſion goes off; and ſhout within. [Then 


Enter 
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Enter Lorenzo, who kneels to Alphonſo. 

Bert. to Alph. A joyful Cry; and ſce your Son Lorenzo: 
Good News, kind Heay'n! 

Alph. to Lor. O welcome, welcome! Is the General ſafe? 
How near our Army? when ſhall oe be ſuccour'd? 
Or, are we ſuccour'd? are the Moors remov'd? 
Anſwer theſe Queſtions firſt, and then a thouſand more; 
Anſwer 'em all together. 

Lor. Yes when I have a thouſand Tongues, I will. 
The General's well; his Army too is ſiſe 
As Victory can make em: The Moors King 
Is fafe enouph, I warrant him, for one. 
At Dawn of Day our General cleft his Pate, 
Spight of his woollen Nipht-cap: A ſlight Wound; 
Perhaps he may recover. 

Alph. Thou reviv'ſt me. 

Ped. By my Computation now, the Victory was 
gain'd before the Proceſſion was made for it ; and yet it 


| will go hard but the Prieſts will make a Miracle on'r, 


Lor. Yes faith we came like bold intruding Gueſts, 
And took em unprepar'd to give us Welcome: 
Their Scouts we kilfd. then found their Body ſleeping; 
And as they lay confus'd, we ſtumbled o'er em, 
And took what Joint came next, Arms, Heads, or 
Somewhat undecently: But when Men want Light, 


| They make but bungling Work. 


Bert. II to the Queen, 

And bear the News. 

Ped. That's young Lorenzos Duty. 
Bert, Vl ſpare his Trouble, 

This Torriſmond begins to grow too faſt; 

He muſt be mine, or ruin'd. LAlide. 
Lor. Pedro a Word: —— [ whiſper ] Exit Bertran. 
Alph, How ſwift he ſhot away! I find it ſtung him, 

In ſpight of his diſſembling. 

To Lorenzo.] How many of the Enemy are lain! 
Loy. Troth, Sir, we were in haſte, and cou'd not ſtay 

To ſcore the Men we kill'd; but there they lye, 

Beſt ſend our Women out to take the Tale; 

There's Circumciſion in abundance for em. 

[Turns t Pedro again. 
Alph. 
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Alph. How far did you purſue em? 
Lor. Some few Miles. 


Bl 
+: 


To Pedro ] Good Store of Harlots ſay you, and dog- 
Pedro they muſt be had, and ſpeedily ; (cheap? 
Pye kept a tedious Faſt. Whiſper again 


Such Triumphs as were giv'n by antient Rome: 

Ha, Boy, what ſay'ſt thou? 

Lor. As you ſay, Sir, That Rome was very antient — 

To Pedro. |] I leave the Choice to you; fair, black, tall, 
Let her have but a Noſe: — And you may tell her {low ; © 
I'm rich in Jewels, Rings, and bobbing Pearls : 
Pluck'd from Moors Ears. i 

Alpb. Lorenzo. b 

Lor. Sowewhat buſie ? 
About Affairs relating to the Publick. 
— A ſcaſonable Girl, juſt in the Nick now - ID Pedro. 

[ Trumpets within. 

Ped. I hear the Genera!'s Trumpets; Stand and mark | 
How he will be receiv'd; I fear, but coldly: 

There hung a Cloud, methought, on Bertran's Brow. 
Lor. Then look to ſee a Storm on Prims; 

Looks fright not Men: The General has ſeen Moors 

With as bad Faces, no Diſpraiſe to Bert ran 's 
Ped. Twas romour'd in the Camp he loves the Queer, 
Lor. He drinks her Health devoutly. 

Alph. That may brecd bad Blood *twixt him and Bertran. 
| Ped, Yes, in private: 

But Bertran has been taught the Arts of Court, 

To gild a Face with Smiles, and leer a Man to Ruin. 

O here they come. 

Enter Torriſmond and Officers on one Side, Bertran attended 

on the other: They embrace, Bertran bowing low, 

Juſt as I propheſy*d too. 
Lor. Death and Hell, he laughs at him: — in's Face 
Ped. O you miſtake him; twas an humble Grin, 

The fawning Joy of Courtiers and of Dogs. 

Loy, 22 Here are nothing but Lies to be expe- 
Red; IM &en go loſe my ſelf in ſome blind Alley, and 
try if any courteous Darſel will think me worth the 
finding. | [Exit Lopes 
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Alph. Now he begins to open. 


7 


Bert. Your Country reſcu'd, and your Queen reliev di 


A glorious Conqueſt, noble Torriſmond ! 
The People rend the Skies with loud Applauſe, 
And Heav'n can hear no other Name but yours, 
The thronging Crowds preſs on you as you piſs, 
And with their eager Joy make Triumph flaw. 
Torr. My Lord, I have no Taſte 
Ot popu'ar Applauſe; the noiſie Praiſe 
Of giddy Crowds, as changeable as Winds; 
Still vehement, and ſtill without a Cauſe: 
Servants to Charge, and blowing in the Tide 
Ot ſwoln Succeſs; but, veering wich its Ebb, 
It leaves the Channel dry. 
Bert. S) young a Stoick ! 


Torr, You wrong me, it you think T']! ſell one Drop 


Within theſe Veins for Pagcants: But let Honour 
Cal. for my Bloood, and ſluice it into Streams; 
Turn Fortune looſe again to my Purſuit, 

And let me hunt her through embatte?'d Foes, 
In duſty Plains, amidſt the Cannons Roar, 

There will I be the fir ſt. g 


Bert. VIl try him farther — [ 4ſids. 


Suppoſe th' aſſembled States of Arragon 
Decree a Statue to you thus inſcrib'd, 
« To Torriſmond, who freed his native Land. 


Alph, to Ped. Mark how de funds and fathoms bim, 


The Shallows of his Soul! », wiki; Leo 
Bert. The juſt Applauſe E 
Of God-like Senates, is the Stamp of Virtue, 


find 


Which makes i: paſs anqueſtion dq hougb the World, 


Theſe Honours you deſerve; nor ſhall a:y Suffrage 
Be laſt to fix en on you, If refus'd, 
You brand us all with black Ingratitude: 


For Times to come ſhall ſay, Our Spain, like Rome, 


Neglects her Champions after noble Acts, 
And lets their Laurels wither on their Heads: 

Torr, A Statue, for a Battel blindly fought, 
Where Darkneſs and Surprize made Conqueſt cheap! 
Where Virtue borrow'd but the Arms of Chance, 
And ſtruck a random Blow! Twas Fortune's Work, 


-— 0, 


And 
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And Fortune take the Praiſe. g 
Bert. Yet Happineſs 
Ts the firſt Fame: Virtue without Succeſs 
Is a fair Picture ſhewn by an ill Light. 
But lucky Men are Favourites of Heaven: An 
And whom ſhould Kings eſſeem above Zeav'ns Darlings? Tie 
The Praiſes of a young and beauteous Queen Lig 
Shall crown your glorious Acts. | 
Ped. to Alth. There ſprung the Mine. 
Torr. The Queen! That were a Happineſs too great! 9% 
Nam'd you the Queen, my Lord ? 
Bert. Yes: You have ſeen her, and you muſt confeſs But 
A Praiſe, a Smile, a Look from her is worth "s, 


The Shouts of thouſand Amphitheatres : Shall 
She, ſhe ſhall praiſe you, for I can oblige her ; And 
To-morrow will deliver all her Charms , hy 
Into my Arms, and make her mine for ever. * 


Why ſtand you mute? 
Torr, Alas! I cannot ſpeak. [ employ'd? 
Bert, Not ſpeak, my Lord! How were your Thoughts Df he 
Tory. _ - T think, or I am loſt in Thought. 
Bert. Thought of the Queen, perhaps ? 
Tory, Why, if it bets s or h 


Heay'n may be thought on, though too high to climb. aver! 
Bert. O, now 1 find where your Ambition drives: That | 
You ought not think of her, Alf 
Tore. So I fay too. | Ped 
IT ought not: Magmen ovg'g not to be mad; $ "til 
But who can help his Frenzy? gainf 
Bert. Fond young Mea] ith a 
The Wings of yorr Ambition muſt be clipt : ver 
Your ſhame - ſacd Virtue ſhunn'd the Peoples Praiſe, 7 


And Senate's Honours: Bur 'tis well we krow N 
What Fete you hold your ſelf at, You have fought imfel 


With ſome Succeſs, and that has ſeal'd your Pardon, Torr 
Torr, Pardon from thee! O, give me Patience, Heaven? Pesſier 
Thrice vanquiſn'd Bertran; if thou dar'ſt, look out Pd. 
Upon yon ſlaughter'd Hoſt, that Field of Blood; mproy( 
There ſea] my Pardon, where thy Fame was loft. alph. 
Ped. He's ruin'd, paſt Redemption! t all u 


Alph., [ To Torr. ] Learn Reſpect 


To 


824 


els 


d? 
Its 


* 


To 


* 
. 
4 


u not contend with Madmen. 


it 
* 


4 


Bert. O, let bim rave! 


Torr. I have done: 
1 know *twas Madneſs to declare this Truth: 
And yet 'twere Baſeneſs ro deny my Love. 


is true, my Hopes are vaniſhing as Clouds; 
Lighter than Children's Bubbles blown by Wind: 
My Merit's but the raw Reſult of Chance: 

My Birth unequal: all the Stars againſt me: 
Pow'r, Promiſe, Choice; the living and the dead: 
Mankind my Foes, and only Love to Friend: 


But ſuch a Love, kept at ſuch awful Diſtance, 
\s, what it loudly dares to tell a Riyal, 
Shall fear to whiſper there; Queens may be lov'd, 
And ſo may Gods; elſe why are Altars rais'd ? 

hy ſhines the Sun, but that he may be view'd? 
Bur, OH! when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 


Tis but to weep; and cloſe our Eyes in Darkneſs. [ Exit.” 


Bert. Tis well; the Goddeſs ſhall be told, ſhe ſhall, 


df her new Wo ſhipper. [ Exits 


Ped. So, here's fine Work! 

e bas ſupply'd his only Foe with Arms 

or his Deſtruction. Old Penelope's Tale 

nverted: h' has unravell'd all by Da | 
That he has done by Night. What, Planet-ftruck! 

Alph. 1 wiſh I were; to be paſt Senſe of this! 

Ped, Wou'd I had but a Leaſe of Lite fo 

till my Fleſh and Blood rebell'd this Way, 

gainſt our Sovereign Lady: mad for a Queen? 
Vith a Globe in one Hand, and a Sceptre in t'other ? 
very pretty Moppet! 

Alph. Then to declare his Madneſs to his Rival! 
lis Father abſent on an Embaſſy : 

imſelf a Stranger almoſt ; wholly friendleſs! 

Torrent, rowling down a Precipice, 

eafier to be ſtopꝰ, than is his Ruin. 

pid. Tis fruitleſs to complain: haſte to the Court: 
prove your Intereſt there, for Pardon from the Queen. 
Alph. Weak Remedies; 

t all muſt be attem ed. Exit. 

| Ester 
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Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. Well, am the moſt unkacky Rogue! I have been 

ranging over half the Town; but have ſprung no Game, 

Our Women are worſe Infidels than the Moors: I told 
em I was one of their Knight-Errants, that deliver'4Þ 
them from Raviſhment: and I think in my Conſcience 
that's theis Quarrel to me. f 
Ped. Is this a time for fooling? Your Ccuſin is rua 
honourably mad in Love with her Majeſty: He is fplitÞ 
upon a Rock: and you, 'who are in chace of Hczrlots, are] 
finking in the main Ocean, I think the Devil's in the n 
Family. Exit, ar 


AY we ws A. 


Lorenzo folus, 
Lor. My Coufin ruir'd, ſays he! hum, not that I wiſhſ » 
my Kinſman's Ruin; that were Unchriſtian: but if tbe — 
General's ruin'd, I am Heir; there's Comfort for a Chi $2 

ſtiav, Money I have, I thank the honeſt Moors foi'r; but 
I want a Miſtreſs, I am willing to be lewd ; but the yo 
Tempter is wanting on his Part, | tri 
| Enter Elvira veil'd. | 
Elv. Stranger! Cavalier! will you not hear me bur 


you Moor-killer, you Matador. hay 
Lor. Meaning me, Madam? + fon 
Elv. Face about, Man; you a Soldier, and afraid of the ret! 
Enemy! } 


Loy, I muft confeſs, I did not expect to have bee Loy 
charg'd firſt: I ſee Souls will not be loſt for want cl 
Dilizence in this Devil's Reign. | [ Aſudt 

To her] Now, Madam Cynthia: behind a Cloud; you 
Will and Pleaſure with me? 

Elv, You have the Appearance of a Cavalier; and ii 
you are as deſerving as you ſeem, perhaps you may no 
repent of your Adventure. If a Lady like you well 
nouph to hold Diſcourſe with you at firſt Sight; you art 
Gentleman enough, I hope, to help her out with an 4 
pology: and to lay the Blame on Stars, or Deſtiny, offf 45 th 
what you pleaſe, to excuſe the Frailty of a Woman. 

Lor. O, I love an eaſie Woman: there's ſuch a-do i You | 
crack a thick-ſhell'd Miſtreſs; we break our Teeth, an} — 
find no Kernel, Tis generous in you, to take Pity on L 
Stranger; and not to ſuffer him to fall into ill Hands it Et 
his firſt Arival. E Year 
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me. 
old 
ed 
nceF 
1 
ſplit 
are 
the : 


The SPANISH FRYAR. 11 


Elv, You may have a better Opinion of me than I de- 
ſerve; you have not ſeen me yet; and therefore I am 
confident you are Heart-whole, 

Lor. Not abſolutely ſlain, I maſt confeſs; but I am 
drawing on apace: you have a dangerous Tongue in your 
Head, I can tell you that; and if your Eyes prove of as 
killing Metal, there's but one Way with me: Let me ſee 
you, for the Safeguard of my Honour: *tis but decent the 
Cannon ſhould be drawn down upon me, beforel yiels. 

Elv. What a terrible Similitude have you made, Colo- 
nel, to ſhew that you are inclining to the Wars? I could 
anſwer you with another in my Profeſſion: Suppoſe you 
were in want of Mony; wou'd you not be glad to take 


2 Sum upon Content in a ſeald Bagg, without peeping ? 
but however, I will not and with you for a 
Sample. [ Lifts up her Veil. 


Lor. What Eyes were there! how keen their Glances ! 


you do well to keep em veil'd: they are too ſharp to be 


truſted out o'th* Scabbard. 

Ely, Perhaps now you may accuſe my Forwardneſs ; 
but this Day of Jubilce is the only time of Freedom I 
have had: and there is nothing ſo extravagant as a Pri- 
loner, when he pets looſe a little, and is immediately to 
return into his Fetters. 

Lor, To confeis freely to you, Madam, I was never in 
Love with leſs than your whole Sex before: but now I 
have ſeen you, I am in the direct Road of languiſhing 
and ſighing: and, if Love goes on as it begins, for ought 
I know by to-morrow Morning you may hear of me in 
Rime and Sonnet. I tell you truly, I do not like theſe 


© Symptoms in my ſelf: perhaps I may go ſhufflingly at 


firſt; for I was never before walk d in Trammels ; yet l 
ſhall drudge and moil at Conſtancy, *cill I have worn off 


he hitching in my Pace. 


Elv. Oh Sir, there are Arts to reclaim the wildeft Men, 


s there are to make Spaniels fetch and carry: chide em 


often, and feed em ſeldom: now I know your Temper, 


Jou may thank your ſelf if you are kept to hard Meat: 
yg —— you are in for Years, if you make Love to me. 


Lor. I hate a formal Obligation with an Anno Domini 
at End og t; there may be an evil Meaning in the Word 
Years, call'd Matrimony, Eu, 


j 
| 
| 
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rid my ſelf as eaſily of the Bondage. 
Lor. Then you are married? | 
Elv. If a Covetous, and a Jealous, and an Old Man be 


2 Husband. 


wiſh: now Love be prais'd. 
Enter Elvira's Duenna, and whiſpers to her, 


Elv. [ Aſide. If I get not home before my Husband, 1. 
[To Him. 


ſhall be ruin'd. 
I dare not ſtay to tell you where 


farewel, 


cou'd I once more — [ Exit, 
Ler. This is unconſcionable Dealing; to be made a 


Slave, and not know whoſe Livery I wear: 


Who have we yonder? 
Enter Gomez, 


By that ſhambling in his Walk, it ſhould be my rich old 
Banker, Gomez, whom I knew at Barcelona: As Ilive tis 


he. 
[ To Gomez ] What, Old Mammon here ? 


Gom. How! young Peelzebyb ! 

Lor. What Devil has ſet his Claws into thy Haunches, 
and brought thee hither to Saragoſa? Sure he meant a 
farther Journey with thee, 

Gom. I always remove before the Enemy: When the 
Moors are ready to beſiege one Town, I ſhift Quarters to 
the next; I keep as far from the Infidels as I can. 

Lor. That's but a Hair's Breadth at fartheſt, 

Gom. Well, you have got a famous Victory; all true 
Subjects are overjoy'd at it : There are Bonfires decreed; 
and the Times had not been hard, my Billet ſhould have 
burnt roo. 

Loy. I dare ſay for thee, thou haſt ſuch a Reſpect for a 
ſingle Billet, thou woulu'ſt almoſt have thrown on thy 
felt r lave it; thou art for ſaving every thing but thy 
Soul. 

Gom, Well, well, you'll not believe me generous till I 
carry you to the Tavern, and crack half a Pint with you 
at my own Charges. N 

Lor. No; I'll keep thee from hanging thy ſelf for ſuch 


an Extravagance; and inſtead of it, thou ſhalt do me a 
meer 


* 


Ely, I can eaſily rid you of that fear: I wiſh I could N 


| 


1 


Lor. Three as good Qualities for my Purpoſe as I could 
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meer verbal Courteſi:: have juſt now ſeen a moſt in- 
comp rab e young Lady. 

Gom. W hereabouts did you ſee this moſt ineomparable 
young Lay? my Mind miſgives me p/a- uily. [ 4/7de. 

Lor. Here, Man, juſt before this Corner-huuic: Pray 
Heaven it prove no Bu wody-hovie. 

Gom [| Aſide ] Prey Hea e he dies not make it one. 

Lor. What doſt thou mutter to thy felt? Haſt hau any 
thing to ſay ag1ir it rhe Honeſty of th Hou «©? 

Gom Not |, C: Jonel the WI .re very h neſt S one, 
and the Timber very honeſt Wo d. for ought 1 knw; 
but for the Woman | cant y, il I kn w her betten: 
Deſcribe her Perſon arid it ſh: live in this Quarter, | may 
give you Tidings of har. 

Lor. Sh 's of a middle Stature, da Kc H ur'd Hair, the 
moſt bewitching Leer with her Es. the moſt roguiſh 
Cant; her Ch: ck are dimplen when the {mlles, and her 
Smiles would rempr an Hermit. | 

Gom. [ Aſide ] | am dead, | am buried, I am damn''{,— 
Go on Lolnel have you no other Marks 
of her? | 

Lor Thou haſt all her Marks, bu that ſhe has a Hus- 
bad, a jcalous, covetous, cld Huncks: Speak; canſt thou 
tell me News of her? 

Gom. Ves, this News, Colonel, that you have ſeen 
your laſt of her. 

Lor. If thou help'ſt me not to the Knowledge of her, 
thou art a citcumciied Few, 

Gom. Circumciſe me no more than I circumciſe you, 
Cclonel Hernando: Once more, you have ſeen your laſt 


| Of her. 


Lor. [ Aſide.) 1 am glad he knows me only by that 
Name of Hernando, by which | went at Barcelona; now 
he can tell no Taies of me to my Father. 

To him. | Come, thou wert ever good-natur'd, when 
thou coula'ſt get by't —— Look here, Rogue, tis of the 
right damning Colour : Thou art not Proof a- 
gainſt Gold {ure ! Do not I know thee for a 
covetous 

Gom. Jealous old Huncks; thoſe were the Marks of 
your Miltreſs's Hustand, as I remember, Colonel. 

* 


Lor 
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Loy. Oh the Devil! What a Rogue in Underſtanding ; 


was J, not to find him out ſooner ! Aide. 
Gom, Do, do, look ſillily, good Colonel; tis a decent : 
Melancholy after an abſolute Defeat. | 


Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez : —— but 
Gom. But no Pumping, my dear Colonel, 
Lor. Hang Pumping; I was — thinking a little upon 
a Point of Gratitude: We two have been long Acquain- | 
tance; I know thy Merits, and can make ſome Intereſt : 
Go to; thou wert born to Authority; I'll make thee Al. 


caide, Mayor of Saragoſſa. 
Gom. Satisfie your ſelf; you ſhall not make me what 


you think, Colonel. 
Lor. Faith but I will; thou haſt the Face of a Magi- 


ſtrate already. 
Gom. And you would provide me with a Mapiſtrate's 
Head to my Magiſtrate's Face; I thank you, Colonel. 
Lor. Come, thou art ſo ſuſpicious upon an idle Story —— 
That Woman I ſaw, I mean that little, crooked, ugly 1 
Woman, for t'other was a Lye; — is no more thy fie 
Wife: ———- As L' go home with thee, and ſati fie thee Þ _ 
immediately, my dear Friend. 7 
Gom. I ſhall not put you to that Trouble; no not ſo h 
much as a fingle Viſit; not ſo much as an Embaſſy by a The 
civil old Woman, nor a Serenade of Twincłlidum Twincle- F Gi, 
dum under my Windows: Nay, I will adviſe you, out of Of. 
my Tenderneſs to your Perſon, that you walk not near gut 
yon Corner-houſe by Night; for to my certain Know- F gut 
ledge there are Blunderbuſſes planted in every Loop-hole, 4 
that go off conſtanty of their own Accord at the ſqueak- gut 
ing of a Fiddle and the thrumming of a Guittar. I tho 
Lor. Art thou ſo obſtina'e? Then I denounce open War Þ Digu 
2painſt thee : I'll demoliſh thy Citadel by force; or, at I Did n 
leeſt, IIl bring my whole Regiment upon thee; mythou- In 22 
ſand red Locuſts, that ſhall devour thee in free Quarter, — Þx,,. 
Farewe], wrought Night-cap. [Exit Lorenzo. * 
Gom. Farewel, Buff! Free Quarter for a Regiment of It he 
Red-coat Locuſts? I hope to tee em all in the Rie-Sea 
firſt! —— But oh, this Zezabel of mine! il get à Phy- 
$cian that ſhall preſcribe her an Ounce of Camphire every ur d 
Morning fer her Break faſt, to abate Incontinency. Ip 
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ſhall never peep abroad, no not to Church for Confeſſion; 
and for never going, ſhe ſhall be condemn d for a Heretick. 
She ſhall have Stripes by Troy. weight, and Suſtenance by 
Drachms and Scruples: Nay, I'll have a Faſting Almanack 
printed on purpoſe for her uſe, in which 
No Carnival nor Chriſtmas ſhall appear, 
But Lents and Ember- weeks ſhali fill the Year. 
[ Exit Gomez, 


1 
e 
SCENE, The Queen's Anti- chamber. 


Alphonſo, Pedro. 
Alph. V HEN ſaw you my Lorenzo? 
Pied. | had a Glimpſe of him; but he ſhot 
Like 2 young Hound upon a burning Scent: [dy me 
* He's gone a Harlot-hunting. 
Alph, His foreigu Breeding might have taught him bet- 
| Ped. *Tis that has taught him this. frer. 
What learn our Youth abroad, but to refine 
| The homely Vices of their native Land? 
| Give me an honeſt home-ſpun Country Clown 
Of our own Growth; his Dullneſs is but plain, 
But theirs embroider'd; they are ſent out Fools, 
But come back Fops. 
Alth. You know what Reaſons urg'd me; 
But now I have accompliſh'd my Deſigne, 
I thou'd be glad he knew em. Hi} wild Riots 
Diſturb my Soul; but they wou'd fit more cloſe, 
Did not the threaten'd Downfall of our Houſe, 
In Torriſmond, o'erwhelm my private Ille. 
Enter Bertran attended, and whiſpering with a Court er, aſide. 
Bert. | wou'd not have her think he dar'd to love her; 
It he preſume to own it, ſhe's ſo proud, 
He tem pts his certain Ruin. ſon us. 
Alph, (to Fed.] Mark how diſdainfuliy he throws his Eyes 
Our old impriſonꝰd King wore no fuch Looks. 
Ped. O, wou d the General ſhake off his Dotage to th' u- 
ſurping Queen, B 2 And 
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And re-inthrone good y-rerable Sancho, 
T'll undertake, ſhould Bertran found his Trumpets, 
And Torriſmond but whiſtle through his Fingers, 
He draws his Army off, 

Alph. 1 told him ſo; | 
Bur had an Anſwer louder thin a Storm, 

Ped. Now Plague and Pox on his Smock-Loyalty! 
I hate to ſee a brave bold Fellow ſotted, 
Made ſour and ſenſeleſs, turn'd to Whey by Love; 
A driveling Hero, fit for a Romance. 
O, here he comes; what will their Greetings be! 


Enter Torriſmond attended, Bertran ard he meet and jaſtle; | 


Bert. Make Way, my Lords, and lit the Pageant pals, 
Tor. I make my Way, where-c'er | ſce my Foe: 
But you, my Lord, are good at a Retreat, 
1 have no Moors behind me. 
Bert. Death and Hell! 
Dare to ſpeak thus when you come out apain, 
Tor. Dare to provoke me thus, inſulting Man. 
Enter Tereſa, 
Ter. My Lords, you are tco loud ſo near the Queen: 
You, Torriſmond, hive-much offended her, 
"Tis her Command you inſtantly appear, 
To anſwer your Demeanour to the Prince, 


[Exit Tereſa; Bertran with his Company follow her, a 


Toy. O Pedro, O Alphonſo, pity me! 
A Grove o Pikes, 
Whoſe poliſh'd Steel from far ſeverely ſhines, 
Are not ſo dreadful as this beauteous Queen. 

Alph. Call up your Courage timely to your Aid, 
And, like a Liou preſs'd upon the Toils, 
Leap on your Hunters. Speak your Actions boldly ; i 
There is a Time when modeſt Virtue is 
Allow'd to Praiſe it ſelf. 

Ped. Heart, you were hot enough, too hot, but now; 
Your Fury then bojl'd upward to a Fome: 
But fince this Meſſage came, you fink and ſettle, 
As if cold Water had been pour'd upon you. 

Tor, Alas, thou know'ſt not what it 18 to love! 
When we behold an Angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent: No, l'm reſoly'd, 
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Like a led Victim, to my Death I'll go, 
And, dying, bleſs the Hand that gave the Blow. [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE qraws, and ſhews the Queen ſuting in State, 


Bertran ſtanding next her; then Tereſa, &c. 
She riſes, and comes to the Front. 


Qu. Leonora to Bert.] I blame not you, my Lord; my 
Father's Will, 

Your own Deſerts and all my People's Voice, 

Have plac'd you in the View of Sov'reign Power. 

But I would learn the Cauſe, why Drriſmond, 

Within my Palace-Walls, withia my Hearing, 

Almoſt within my Sight, affronts a Prince 

Who ſh rtly ſhall command him. 

Bert. He thinks you owe him more than you can pay, 

And looks as he were Lord of Hu an Kind, 

Enter Torriſmond, Alphonſo, Pedro Toirifinond bows low, 
th-n looks earneſtly on the Queen. and keeps at Diſtavce. 
Tereſa. Madam, the General. 
2. Let me view him well. 

My Fa her ſent him early to the Frontiers. 

J have rot often ſeen him; if I did, 

He paſs'd unmark'd by my unhee ing Eyes. 


; Bit where's the Fiercen-ſs, the diſdainful Pride, 


The haughty Port, the fiery Arrogance ? 


By all theſe Marks, this is not ſure the Man. 


Bert Yet this is he who fill'd your Court with Tumult, 


* Whole fierce Demeanour, and whoſe Inſolence 
* The Patience of 2 God could not ſupport. 


Yu, Name his Offence, my Lord, and he ſhall have 


Immediate Puniſhmenr. 


Bert *Tis of ſo high 2 Nature, ſhou'd J ſpeak it, 


| Thar my Preſump ion then would equal his. 


2 dome one among you ſpeak, 
Ped. Aſide. ] Now my Tongue itches. 
All dumb! On your All-giance, Torriſmond, 


I 
y all your Hopes, I do command you, ſpeak, 


Tor. [Kneelmg.) O ſeek not to convince me of a Crime 


Which I can ne er :epent, nor can you pardon; 


Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 
That he who, thus commanded, dares to ſpeak, 
B 3 Ualeſs 


18 The SPANISH FRYARX. 


Unleſs commanded, would have dy d in Silence, 
But you adjur'd me, Madam, by my Hopes! 
Hopes I have none, for Iam all Deſpair; 
Friends I have none, for Friendſhip follows Favour; 
Deſert I've none, for what Idid was Duty: 
Oh that it were! that it were Duty all! 

Qu. Why do you paule? proceed, 

Tor, As one condemn d to leap a Precipice, 

Who ſees before his Eyes the Depth below, 

Stops ſhort, and looks about for ſome kind Shrub 

To break his dreadful Fall; ſo I: 

But whitker am I going? If to Death, 

He looks ſo lovely ſweet in Beauty's Pomp, 

He draws me to his Dart. I dare no more. 

Ber. He's mad beyond the Cure of Hellebore. 

Whips, Darkneſs, Dungeons for this Iaſolence. 
Tor. Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear... 
Qu. You're both too bold. You Torri/mond, withdraw; 

Til reach you all what's owing to your Queen, 

For you, my Lord, 

The Prieſt to-morrow was to join our Hands; 

Fl try if I can live a Day without you. 

So both of you depart, and live in Peace. 

Alth, Who knows which Way ſhe points! 

Doubling and turning like an hunted Hare, 

Find out the Meaning of her Mind who can, 

Ped. Who ever found a Woman's? back ward and forward. 
The whole Sex in every Word. In my Conſcience when 
ſhe was getting, her Mother was thinking of a Riddle. 

[ Exeunt all but the Queen and Tereſa, 
. H ſte, my Tereſa. haſte, and call him back, 

Jer, Whom, Madam? Qu. Him, Ter, Prince Bertran ? 

Qu. Torriſmond; . 

There is 1.0 other He, 

Ter. [Ade] A riſing Sun, | | 
Or I am much deceiy'd. [ Exit Tereſa, 

u. A Charge ſo ſwiſt, what Heart did erer feel! 
It ruth'd upon me like a mighty Stream, 
And bore me in a Moment tar from Shore, 
I've loy'd away my ſelf; in one ſhort Hour 
Already am I gone an Age of Paſſion. 


Was 
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Was it his Youth, his Valour, or Succeſs? 
Theſe might perhaps be found in other Men. 
'Twas that Reſpect, that awtul Homage paid me; 
That fearful Love which trembled in his Eyes, 
And with a filent Earthquake ſhook his Soul. 
But, when he ſpoke, what tender Words he ſaid! 
So ſoftly, that like Flakes of feather'd Snow, 
They melted as they fel! —— 
Enter Tereſa with Torriſmond. 
Fr. He waits your Pleaſure, 
#, *Tis well; retire 
So qiſtant from my Heart 
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Oh Heav'as, that T muſt ſpeak 
[ Aſide. 


To Tor.] How nuw! What Boldneſs brings you back 
Tor. I h. ard *twas your Command, [again? 


Qu. A fond Miſtake, 

2? To credit ſo unlikely a Command. 

And you return full of the ſame Preſumption, 
= T'afront me with your Love? 

{ Tor, If *is Preſumprion for a Wretch'condemn'd 
= To throw himſelf beneath his Judge's Feet: 

A Bolineſs more than this I never knew; 
Or, if | did, *cwas only to your Foes. 
Qu. You would inſinuate your paſt Services, 
And thoſe I grant were great; but you conteſs 
A Fault committed fince, that cancels all. 


Tor, And who cou'd dare to difavow his Crime, 


Woen that, for which he is accus'd and ſeiz d, 
He bears about hi; 11: My Eyes confeſs it; 
My very Action ſpeaks my Heart aloud. 

But oh, the Madneſs of my high Attempt. 

| Speaks louder yet! and all together cry, 

| I love and I deſpair, 

Qu. Have you not herd, 

My Father, with his dying Voice, bequeath'd 
My Crown and me to Beriyan? And dare you, 
A private Man, preſume to love a Queen? 


Tr. That, that's the Wound! I ſee you ſet ſo high, 


As no Deſert or Services can reach. 


Good Heay'ns, why gave you me a Monarch's Soul, 


And cruſted it with baſe Plebeian Clay ! 
Why gave you me Deſires of 1 Extent, 
4 


And 
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And ſuch a Span to praſp em? Sure my Lot 

By ſome o'cr-hafty Angel was miſplac'd 

In Fa-e's Eternal Volume !—— Butl rave, 

And, like a giddy Bird in Dead of Night, 

Fly round the Fire that ſcorches me to Death. 

Du. Yet, Torriſmond, you've not ſo ill deſery'd, 

But t may give you Counſel for your Cure. 

Tor I cannot, nay I wiſh not to be cur'd, 
Dn. Aſide.] Nor I. Heav'a knows. 
Tor. There is a Pleaſure ſure 

In being mad, which none but Madmen know! 

Ler me indulge it; let me gaze for ever! 

And, ſince you are too great to be beloy'd, 

Be preater, greater yet, and be ador'd. 

1. Theſe are the Words which I muſt only hear 
From Bertrens Mouth; they ſhould diſpleaſe from you: 
J fay they ſhould; but Women are ſo vain 
To like the Love, though they deſpiſe the Lover. 

Yet, that I may not fend you from my Sight 

In abſ-lure Defpsir | pity you. 

Tor. Am | then pity'd! I have liv'd enough! 

Death, rake me in this Moment of my Joy: 

But when my Soul is plung'd in long Oblivion, 

Spare this one Thought, let me remember Pity; 

And fo deceiv'd. think all my Life vas bleſs d. 

Qu. What it | add a little to my Alms : 

If that wovls help, I could caſt in a Tear 

To your ic fortune. 

Dr. A Ter! You have o'erbid all my paſt Sufferingt, 

And all my future too! 

#. Were I no Q een 
Or you of Royal Blood 

Tor. What have I lofl by my Fore-father's Fault? 

W „ was not ] the twenrieth by Neſcent 

From a lung i ſtive Race of droning Kings? 

I. „! what a por Omnipoter cc h.ſt thou, 

When Gn'd anc Titles buy thee? 
Du [St is] Dh, my Torture! 
Ter. v1, br 4 preſume, but oh, I dare not hope 

Th.t Sigh was added to your Alms for me! 

. 1 give you leave to gueſs, and not forbid you 
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To make the beſt Conſtruction for your Love. 

Be ſecret and diſcreet; theſe fairy Favours 

Are loſt when not conceal'd ; — provoke not Bertran.— 

Retire ; I muſt no more but this. Hope, Torriſmond. 
Exit. 

Tor. She bids me hope; oh Heay'ns; ſhe pities Yi 

And Pity till fore-runs approaching Love; 

As Lightning does the Thunder! Tune your Harps, 

Ye Angels, to that Sound; and thou, my Heart, 

Make Room to entertain thy flowing Joy. 

Hence all my Griefs, and every anxious Care : 

One Word, and one kind Glance, can cure Deſpair, [ Exit: 


SCE N E @ Chamber. 


A Table and Wine ſes out. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Lor. This may hit, tis more than barely poſſible: for 
Fryars have free Admittance into every Houſe. This Ja- 
in, whom I have ſent to, is her Confeſſor; and who can 
ſuſpect a Man of ſuch Reverence for a Pimp? l' try for 
once: Til bribe him bigh: for commonly none love Mo- 
ney better than they who have made a Vow of Poverty. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. There's a buge, fat, religious Gentleman coming. 
up Sir; be ſays he's but a Fryar, but he's big enough to 
be a Pope; his Gills are as roſie as a Turkey-Cock ; his 
great Belly walks in State before him like an Harbinger ;. 
and his gouty Legs come limping after it: Never was 
ſuch a Tun of Devotion ſeen. 

Loy. Bring him in, and vaniſh. Exit. 

Enter Father Dominick. 

Lor. Welcome, Father. 

Dom. Peace be here: I thought I had been ſent for to 
a dying Min; to have fitted him for another World. 

Lor. No, Faith, Father, I was never for taking ſuch 
long Journeys, Repoſe your ſelf, I beſeech you, Sir, if 
_ ipindle Legs of yours will carry you to the rext 

air, - 

Dom. I am old, I am infirm, I muſt confeſs, with: 


Faſting, By 
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Lor. Tis a Sign by your wan Complexion, and your 
thin Jowls, Father, Come, to our better Ac- 
quaintance: here's a Sovereign Remedy for old 
Age and Sorrow. inks. 

Dom. The Looks of it are indeed alluring: I' de you 


Reaſon. [ Drinks, 


Lor. Is it to your Palate, Father? 

Dom. Second Thoughts, they fay, are beſt : III conſider 
of it once apain. [ Drinks, 
It has a moſt delicious Flavour with it. 
God forgive me, I have forgotten to drink your Health, 
Son, I am not us'd to be fo umannerly, ¶ Drinks again. 

Lor. No, Vil be ſworn by what I ſee of you, you are 
not: — To the Bottom. I warrant him a 
true Church. man. Now. Father, to our Buſi- 
refs. *cis agreeable to your Calling; I intend to do an Act 
of Charity. 

Dom. And I love to hear of Charity; tis a comfortable 
Subject. 

Tor Being in the late Battel, in great Hazard of my 
Life, I recommended my Perſon to good St. Dominick. 

Dom. You cou'd not have pitch'd upon a better: he's a 
ſure Card: I never knew him fail his Votaries. 

Lor. Troth I &en mide bold to ſtrike up a Bargain with 
him, that if I eſcap'd with Life and Plunder, I wou'd pre- 
{-at ſome Brother of his Order with Part of the Booty 
taken from the Infidels, to be employ'd in charitable Uſes. 

Dom. There you hit him: St. Dominick loves Charity 
exceedingly: that Argument never fails with him, 

Lor. \he Spoils were mighty; and I ſcorn to wrong 
him of a Farthing. To make ſhort my Story; I enquir'd 
among the Facobins for an Almorier, at d the general Fame 
has pointed out your Reverence as the worthieſt Man: — 
here are Fifty good Pieces in this Purſe, 

Dem. How, Fifty Pieces? *tis too much, too much in 
Conſcience, 

Lor. Here; take em, Father. 

Dom. No, in Troth, I dare not: do not tempt me to 
bre ik my Vow of Poverty. 

Lor. If you are modeſt, I muſt force you: for I am 


ſtrongeſt. 


Dom. 
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Dom. Nay, if you compet me, there's m9 contending ;, 
but will you ſet your Strength againſt a decrepit, poor, 
old Man? [Takes the Purſe. 
As I ſaid, *ris too great a ory + but St. Dominick ſhall 
owe you another Scape: Til put him in Mind of you. 

Lor. If you pleaſe, Father, we will not trouble him itil 
the next Battel, But you may do me a greater Kindneſs, 
by conveying my Prayers to a Female Saint. 

Dom. A Female Lint! good now, good now, how 
your Devotions jump with mine! I always loy'd the Fe- 
male Saints, . 

Lor. I mean a Female, mortal, Married- Woman- Saint: 
Look upon the Superſcription of this Note; you know 
Don Gomez his Wife: Gives him a Letter. 

Dom. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have ſome Rea- 
ſon: I ara her Ghoſtly Father. 

Loy, I have ſome Buſineſs of Importance with her,, 
which I have communicated in this Paper; but her Hus- 
band is ſo horribly given to be jealous 

Dom. Ho, jealous? he's the very Quinteſſence of Jea- 
louſie: he keeps no Male Creature in his Houſe: and from 
abroad he let's no Man come near her. 

Lor. Excepting you, Father. 

Dom. Me, I grant you: I am her Director and her Guide 
in Spiritual Affairs. But he has his Humours with me 
too: for t'other Day, he call'd me Falſe Apoſtle. 

Lor. Did he ſo? that reflects upon you all; on my 
Word, Father, that touches your Copy-hold. If you. 
wou d do a meritorious Action; you might revenge the 
Church's Quarrel. My Letter, Father, — 

Dom. Well, ſo far as a Letter, I will take upon me: 
for what can I refuſe to a Man fo charitably given? 

Lor. If you bring an Anſwer back, that Purſe in your 
Hand has a Twin-brother, as like him as erer he can 
look: there are Fifty Pieces lye dormant in it, for more 
Charities. | 

Dom, That muſt not be: not a Farthing more upon 
my Prieſthood, But what may be the Purport and 
Meaning of this Letter; that I conteſs a little troubles me. 

Lor. No Harm, I warrant you, 


Dom. 
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D.m. Well, you are a charitable Man; and I'll take your 
Wo d: my Comfort is, I know not the Contents; and 
fo fir I am blameleſs, Rut an Anſwer you ſhall have: 
though not for the Sake of your Fifty Pieces more: I 
bave tworn not to take them: they ſhall not be altogether 
Fifty: your Miſtreſs, —— forgive me that 
I ſhould call her your Miſtreſs, I meant Elvira, lives but 
at next Door: I'll viſit her immediately: but not a Word 
more of th: nine and forty Pieces. 

Lor. Nay, III wait on you down Stairs. Fifty 
Pounds fer the Poſtage of a Letter! to ſend by the Church 
v certainly the deareſt Road in Chriſtendom, [| Exteunt. 


SCENE @« Chamber. 
Enter Gomez, and Elvira. 


Gom. Henceforth I baniſh Fleſh and Wine: I'll have 
none ſtirring within thefe Walls theſe twelve Months. 

Ev.] care not; the ſooner I am ftary'd, the ſooner I 
am rid of Wedlock. I ſhall learn the knack to faſt a-days; 
you have us'd me to faſting Nights already, 

Gdm. How the Gipſey anſwers me! Oh, tis a moſt 
notorious Hilding ! 

Ely. [ Crying.] But was ever poor innocent Creature ſo 
Hardly dealt with, for a little harmleſs Chat? 

Gem. Oh, the Impudence of this wicked Sex! Laſcivi- 
ous Dialogues are innocent with you) 

Elv, Was it ſuch a Crime to enquire how the Battel 

{s'd? 

F Gow, But that was not the Buſineſs, Gentlewoman ; 
you were not asking News of a Battel paſt; you were 
engaging for a Skirmiſh that was to come, | 

Elv. An honeſt Woman wou'd be glad to hear, that her 
Honour was ſafe, and her Enemies were ſlain. 

Gom. | In her Tone.) And to ask, it he were wounded 
in your Defence; and, in Caſe be were, to offer your 
felf to be his Chirurgeon; then, you did not de- 
ſeribe your Husbard to him, for a covetous, jealous, rich, 
old Huncks, | 

Elv. No, I need not: he deſcribes himſelf ſufficiently : 
bat, in what Dream did Edo hi? 


Gom, 
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Com. You walk'd in your Sleep, with your Eyes broad 
open, at Noon- Day; and dreamt you were talking to the 
foreſaid Purpoſe with one Colonel Hernando. 

Elv. Who, dear Husband, who? 

Som. What the Devil have I aid? You wou'd have 
farther Information, wou'd you ? 
Elv. No, but my dear, little, old Man, tell me now; 
that I may avoid him for your Sake. 
Som. Get you up in your Chamber, Cockatrice; and 
there immure your ſelf : be confin'd, I fay, during our 
2 Royal Pleaſure: But, firſt, down on your Marrow-bones, 
upon your Allegiance; and make an Acknowledgment of 
your Offences; for I will have ample Satisfaction. 
[ Pulls her down; 

Ely, J have dene you no Injury, and therefore I'll make 
you no Submiſſion: But Il complain to my Ghoſtly Father. 

Gom, Ay; There's your Remedy: When you receive 
condign Puniſhment, you run with open Mouth to your 
Confeſſor; that Parcel of holy Guts and Garbidge; he 
muſt chuckle you and moan you: but I rid my Hands 
of his Ghoſtly Authority one Day, [ Enter Dominick. 

and make him know he's the Son of a [ ſees — 
580 —— no ſooner conjure, but the Devil's in the 
Circle. — 
Dom. Son of a what, Don Gomes ? 

Com. Why, a Son of a Church, I hope there's no Harm 
in that, Father. 

Dom. I will hy up your Words for you till time ſhall 
ſerve: and to- morrow I enjoin you to faſt, for Penance. 

Goms. ¶ aſide. ] There's no Harm in that; ſhe ſhall faſt 
too; Faſting ſaves Money, 

Dom. [ to Elvira] What was the Reaſon that I found 
you upon your Knees, in that unſeemly Poſture ? 

Gom. [ aſide. ] O horrible! to find a Woman upon her 
Knees, he ſays, is an unſeemly Poſture; there's a Prieſt 
or you! 

Ev. ¶ to Dom.] I wiſh, Father, you wou'd give mean 
Opportunity of entertaining vou in private: I have ſome- 
hat upon my Spirits preſſes me exceedingly. 

Dom. [ aſi de.] This goes well: Gomez, ſtand you at a Di- 

ance, tarther yet, ſtand out of Ear-ſhot, — 1 


ave fomewhat to fay to your Wite in private. Gom, 


26 Te Syranishn FRYAR. 


Gom. [ aſide.] Was ever Man thus Prieft-ridden ? would | 
the Steeple of his Church were in his Belly: I am ſure | 
there's Room for it. | F 

Elv. I am aſham'd to acknowledge my Infirmities; but F 
you have been always an indulgent Father; and therefore , 
I will venture, to, — and yet I dare not, — Y 

Dom, Nay, if you are baſhful; — if you keep your 


- 
— . — - 


Elv. I have ſeen this Man, Father; and have encourag'd you 
his Addreſſes: he's a young Gentleman, a Soldier, of a Þ mo 
muſt winning Carriage ; and what his Cour ſhip may pro- don 
duce at laſt, I know not; but I am afraid of my own hay 
Frailty. | mor 

Dom. [ aſide. ] Tis he for certain: ſhe has fav d been 
the Credit of my Function, by ſpeaking firſt; now I 2 
muſt take Gravity upon me. * 

Gem. ¶ aſide.] This Whiſpering bodes me no Good for », 

certain; but he has me fo plaguily under the Laſh, that Þ ,,q 


| Wound from the Knowledge of your Surgeon ; ; 7 
| Elv. You know my Pusband is a Man in Years ; but 

| he's my Husband: and therefore I ſhall be filent: but his Þ = 
Humours are more intolerable than his Age: he's grown © yy 
ſo froward, fo covetous, and ſo jealous, that he has turn 4 * 

U my Heart quite from him; and, if I dorſt confeſs it, has 

(i forc'd me to caſt my Aﬀections on another Man. * 
| Dom. Good: -—- hold, hold; I meantabominable: -—. Io. 

j Pray Heaven this be my Colonel. Lad. Ws 
l 


I dare not interrupt him. he p 

Dom Daughter, Daughter, do you remember your Ma- ,, yo 
trimonial Vow ? * 

Elv. Yes, to my Sorrow, Father, I do remember it: . yo 
a miſerable Woman it has made me: but you know, Fa- El. 
ther, a Marriage Vow is but a thing of courſe, which all Go 
Women take, when they wou'd get a Husband. tee! 


Dom. A Vow is a very ſolemn thing: and tis good to », 
keep it: but, notwithſtanding, it may be broken, ¶ uſe ye 


upon ſome Occafions. Have you ſtriven with all ont 


our Might againſt this Frailry ? 3 
: Elv. Fes, I have ſtriven; but I found it was apaioſt th 
the Stream, Love, you know, Father, is a great Vow- lution 


maker; but he's a greater Vow- breaker. Don 


Tem, 
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Dom. *Tis your Duty to ftrive always: but, notwith. 
ſtanding, when we have done our utmoſt, it extenuates 
the din. 

Gam. I can hold no longer Now, Gentlewo- 
man, you are confeſſing your Enormities; IJ know it, by 


tat hypocritieal, dowr-caſt Look: enjoin her to fir bare 


a upon a Bed of Nettles, Father; yon can do no leſs in 
2? Conſcience, 


Dom. Hold your Peace; are you growing mhpert ? 


will you force me to make Uſe of my Authority? your 
Wife a well-difpos'd and a virtuous Lady; I fay it, In 
verbo Sacerdoris. 


Elv. 1 know not what to do, Father; I find my felf 


| | in a moſt deſperate Condition; and ſo is the Colonel. for 
Love of me. 


Dom. The Colonel, ſay you! I wiſh it be not the ſame 


young Gentleman I know: Tis a gallant young Man, I 
muſt confeſs, worthy of any Lady's Love in Cht iſten- 


dom; in a lawful Way, I mean; of ſuch a charming Be- 


haviour, ſo bewitching to a Woman's Eyes; and further- 
more, ſo charitably given; by all good Tokens, this muſt 
be my Colonel Hernanab. : 

Elv. Ay, and my Colonel too, Father: I am overjoy'd; 


and are you then acquainted with him ? 


Dom. Acquainted with him! why, he haunts me up 


| and down; and, I am afraid, it is for Love of you: for 


he preſs'd a Letter upon me. within this Nour, to deliver 
to you: I conteſs, I receiv'd it, leſt he ſhould ſend it by 
fome other; but with full Reſolution, never to put it in- 
to your Hands. 

Elv. O, dear Father, let me have it, or I ſhall dye! 

Gom, Whiſpering ſtil!! A Pox of your cloſe Commit- 
tee! Pl liſten, Pm reſoly%d. [ Steals nearer. 

Dom. Nay, if you are obſtinately bent to fee it, 
vſe your Diſcretion, but for my Part, I waſh my Hands 
on't. —— What makes you liſt'ning there? pet farther off; 
| preach not to thee, hou wicked Eves-dropper. 

Elv. I'll kneel down, Father, as if I were taking Abſo- 
lution, if you'll but pleaſe to ſtand before me. 

Dom. At your Peril be it then. I have told you the ill 
Conſequences; & liberavi animan meam====—Y our Re- 

| putation 
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putation is in Danger, to ſay nothing of your Soul. Not. 
withſtanding, when the Spiritual Means have been apply d, 
and fail: in that Caſe, the Carnal may be uad. 
You are a tender Child, you are; and muſt not be put | 
into Deſpair: your Heart is as ſoft and as melting as your 
Hand. [ He firokes her Face; takes her by the Hand; 

and gives the Letter. ; 

Gom. Hold, hold, Father, you go beyond your Com- 
miſſion: Palming is dereys held foul Play amongſt Game. - 
ers. I 

Dem. Thus, good Intentions are miſconſtrued by wick - 
ed Men: you will never be warn d till you are excom- 
municate. | 

Gom. [ aſide. } Ab, Devil on him; there's his Hold! if © m 
there were no more in Excommunication than the Church's 
Cenſure, a wiſe Man wou'd lick his Conſcience whole © wi 
with a wet Finger: but, if I am excommunicate, I am 
out-law'd; and then there's no calling in my Mony. | 

Elv. { riſmg. ] I have read the Note, Father, and will ba. 
ſend him an Anſwer immediately; for I know his Lodg- ¶ Þy 
ings by his Letter, 

Dom. 1 underſtand it not, for my Part; but I wiſh your I an 
Intentions be honeſt, Remember, that Adultery, though 
it be a filenc Sin, yet it is a crying Sig alſo. Neverthe. ze 
leſs, ij you believe abſolutely he will dye, unleſs you pity D 
him: to ſave a Man's Life is a Point of Charity; and L 
Actions of Charity do alleviate, as I may ſay, and take off Forn 
from the Mortality of the Sin. Farewell, Daughter. — ing. 
Gomez, cheriſh 2 virtuous Wife; and thereupon I give ſent; 
you my Benediction. [ Going, Is pr- 

Gom. Stay; l' conduct you to the Door, that Do 
I may be ſure you ſteal nothing by the Way.. Fryars | away 
wear not their long Sleeves for nothing. Oh, *ris a ah — 
Juda, Iſcariot. Exit after the Fryar. Loy 


Elv. This Fryar is a comfortable Man! tie will under- You | 
ſtand nothing of the Buſineſs; and yet does it all, are at 
Don 

Pray, Wives and Virgins, at jour Time of Need, Lor. 

For a True Guide, of my Good Father's Breed, [Exit.Yt; tha 
On of 

A CTY Father, 
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u AC ill. SCENE I. 


d; 
| SCENE The Street. 
= Enter Lorenzo in Fryar's Habit, meeting Dominick, 


Lor. LAther Dominick, Father Dominick; Why in ſuch 
k. © Haſte, Man ? 
m- Dom [It ſhou'd ſeem a Brother of our Order. 
Tor. No, faith, I = only your Brother in Iniquity; 
if © my Holineſs, like yours, is meer Out-fide, 
bs Dom. What! my noble C lonel in Metamorphoſis! On 
ole what Occaſion are you rransform'd ? 
am © Lor. Love; Almighty Love; that which rurn'd Jupiter 
into a Town-Bull, has tran form'd me into a Fryar: 1 
vil ＋ had a Letter from Elvira, in Anſwer to tha 1 ſent 
by you. | 
'g Dom. You ſee I have deliver'd my Meſſige faithfully; 
our 1 am a Fryar of Honour where I am engag'd 
ich Loy. O, I underſtand your Hint: the other Fifty- Pieces 
he. re ready to be conde mind ro Charity. | 
ity Dom. But this Habit, Sor, this Habit! 
and Lor. Tis a Habit, that in all Ages has been friendly to 
off Fornication; You have begun the Defign in this Cloath- 
— ing. and I] try to accompliſh it. The Husband is ab- 
ziye {ent; that evil Counſclior is remov'd; and the Sovereign 
ing. is graciouſly diſpos'd to hear my Grievances 
that] Dom. Go to, go to; I find good Counſel is but thrown 
yar away upon you: Fare you well, fare you well, Son! 
tis 433 
yar. Ley. How! will you turn Recreant at the laſt Caſt ? 
der- You muſt al ng to countenance my Undertaking: We 
are at the Door, Man. 
Dom. Well, I bave thought on't, and I will not go. 
Lor. You may ſtay, Father; but no fifty Pounds without 
Exit. Dit; that was only promis d in the Bond: Bu! the Conditi- 
Jon of this Obligation is ſuch, That if the above-named 
CI Father, Father Dominick, do not well and faithfully per- 
form Dom, 
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Dom. Now I better think on't, I will bear you Com- | 
p*ny ; for the Reverence of my Preſence may be a Curb 
to your Exorbitancies, | | 
Lor, Lead up your Myrmidon, and enter, [ Exeunt. . 
Enter Elvira, in her Chamber. 5 4 

Elv. Heh come, that's certain; young Appetites are 
ſharp, and ſeldom need twice bidding to ſuch a Banquet— RM 
Well, if I prove frail, as I hope 1 fhall not till I have com- ge 
Paſs'd my Defign, never Woman had ſuch a Husband ro ve 
provoke her, ſuch a Lover to allure her, or ſuch a Con- lik 
feſſor to abſolve her. Of what am | afraid then? not (4c 
my Conſcience, that's ſaſe enough; my ghoſtly Father nis 
has given it a Doſe of Church-Opium to lull it: Well, ; 
for ſoothing Sin, Ill ſay that for him, he's a Chaplain for vin 
any Court m Chriſtendom. | ſtril 
Enter Lorenzo and Dominic. the 
O, Father Dominic, what News? How, a Companion One 
with you! What Game have you in hand, that you hunt L 


in Couples ? | then 
Tor. ¶ lifting up his Hood. ] I'll ſhew you that im medi- E 
ately. ſery 
Elv, O, my Love! and 
Lor. My Life! | gry 
Elv. My Soul! [ They embrace. N call r 


Dom. I am taken on the ſudden with a grievous Swim- com. 
ming in my Head, and ſuch a Miſt before my Eyes, that La 
I can neither hear nor ſee. Diſta 

Elv. Stay, and I'll fetch you ſome comfortable Water, Vhat 

Dom, Na, 70; nothing but the open Air will do mè EU 
good. I'll take a Tun in your Garden; but remember Los 
that I truſt you both, and do not wrong my good Opi- Eh: 
nion of you, Exit Dominic. alan 

Elv. This is certainly the Duſt of Gold which you have No coi 
thrown in the good Man's Eyes, that on the ſudden he Lo- 
cannot ſee; for my Mind miſgives me, this Sickneſs of Pens, 
his is but Apocryphal! 

Loy. Tis no Qualm of Conſcience Fl be ſworn, You ÞÞniles, 
ſee, Madam, *tis Intereſt governs ail the World: He In feu 
preaches againſt Sin; why? becauſe he gets by't: He 
holds his Tongue: why? becauſe ſo much more is bie- tr w 
den for his Silence. 

Elv, And ſo much for the Fryas. Lor. 


K 
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Lor. Oh, thoſe Eyes of yours reproach me juſtly, that 
] negle&t the Subject which brought me hither, 
Elv. Do you confider the Hazard I have run to ſee 
ou-here? if you do, methinks it ſhou'd inform you, 
t I love not at a common Rate. | 
Lor. Nay if you talk of conſidering, let us conſider 
why we are alone. Do you think the Fryar left us to- 


7 gether to tell Beads? Love is a kind of penurious God, 
very niggardly of his Opportunities; he muſt be watch'd 
like a hard-hearted Treaſurer, for he bolts out on the 
© ſudien, and if you take him not in the Nick, he va- 


niſhes in a Twinkling. 

Elv. Why do you make ſuch haſte to have done lo- 
ving me? You Men are all like Watches, wound up for 
ſtriking Twelve immediately ; but after you are ſatisfied, 


the very next that joliows, is the ſolitary Sound of fingle 


One. 

Lor. How, Madam! do you invite me to a Feaſt, and 
then preach Abſtinence ? 

Ely, No, I invite you to a Fesft where the Diſhes are 
ſer yd up in order: You are for making a haſty Meal, 
and for chopping up your Entertainment, like an hun- 
gry Clown, Truſt my Management, god Colonel, and 
call not for your Deſſert too ſoon: Believe me, that which 
comes laſt, as it is the ſweeteſt, ſo it c the ſooneſt. 

Loy. I perceive, Madam, by your Hleing me at this 
Diſtance, that there is ſomewhat you n pect from me: 
Vhat am I to undertake or ſuffer e | can he happy? 

Elv. I muſt be ſatisfied that you love me. 

Lor. By all that's holy, by theſe dear Eyes. 

Elv. Spare your Oaths and Proteſtations; I knovr you 
allants of the time have a Mint at your Tougue's End 
o coin them. 

Lor. You know you cannot marry me; but by Hea- 
ens, if you were in a Condition 

Ev. Then you would not be ſo prodig l of your Pro- 
iſes, but have the Fear of Matrimony before your Eyes. 
ntew Words, if you love me, as you profeſs, deliver me 
rom this Bondage, take me out of Egypr, and I'll wan- 
r with you as tar as Earth, and Scas, and Love can 


Ty us. 


Lor. 
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Loy. I never was out at a mad Frolick, though this is | 
the maddeſt I ever undertook, Have with you, Lady 
mine, I take you at your Word; and if you are for af 
merry Jant, Pi] try for once who can foot it fartheſt; Þ 
There are Hedges in Summer, and Barns in Winter to 
be found: I with my Knapſack, and you with your Bot. 
tle at your Back: We'll leave Honour to Madmen, and 
Riches to Knaves; and travel till we come to the Ridge] 


of the World, and then drop together into the next. 
Elv. Give me your Hand, and ftrike a Bargain. 


[ He takes her Hand and Riſſes it, | 
Lor. In Sign a d Token whereof the Parties interchan- 


geably, and fo forrh When ſhould I be weary of 
ſealing upon this ſoft Wax? 

Elv. O heavens! I hear mv Husband's Voice. 

Enter Gomez | 

Gom, Where are you Gentlewoman? there's fome. 
thing in the Wind I'm fre. becauſe your Woman would 
have run up Srairs before me; bur I have ſecur'd her be. 
low with a Gig in her Chaps Now, in the De. 
vil's Name, wha! makes his Fr yar here again? I do not 
like theſe frequent Con junctions of the Fleſh and Spirit; 
they are bo ing. 

Ely. Go hence, Good Father; my Husbard you ſee is 
in an ill Humour, and | would not have you Witneſs of 
bis F«lly, [Lorenzo going, 

Gom. [running to the Door ] By your Reverence's Fa- 
your, hold a Itrti-, | muſt examine you RY better 
before you go. Hey-ay! who have we here? Father Do- 
minic is ſhrunk in the Wetting two Yards and a Halt a- 
bout the B/) What are become of thoſe two Tim- 
ber-!ogs tha he us'd to wear for Legs, that ſtood ftrut- 
ing like the two blick Poſts before a Door ? 1 +m afraid 
ſome bad BO Y his been ſetting him over a Fire in a 
great! Cauliron, and bon'd him down halt the Quantity 
for a Receipt This is no tather Dominick, no huge o- 
ver-grown Abbey lubber; this is but a iminutive ſucking 
Fry ar: As ſure as a Gun now, Father Dominic has been 
ſpawring this young ſlen er Anti- chriſt. 

Elv [ Aſide.) He will be found, there's no Prevention. 

Gem. Why does he not ſpeak ? What! is the Fryar 7 
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conjure him. | 

Ely. He's bur a Novice in his Order, and is injoyn'd 
Silence foi a P nance, 

Gom, A Novice, quoth-az you would make a Novice 
of we rico it you could: But what was his Bufineſs here? 
Anſwer me that, Gertl:woman, anſwer me that, 

Elv. What ſhould it be, but to give me ſome ſpiritual 


Inftrutions ? 
Som. Very z and you are like to edify much from 
2 dumb Preacher. This will not paſs; 1 muſt examine 


Z the Contents ot him a little cloſer: O thou C:nteflor! 
| confeſs who thou arr, or thou art no Fryar of thi- Wor'd, 


[ He comes to Lorenzo, who ſtruggles wih him: his Habit 
fle, open, and diſcovers a Sword: G me ſtarts back. 
As I live, this is a mauiteſt Me uber of the Church mi- 
litant. 

Lor. [Aſd:} am diſcover d; now Ipudence be my 
Refuge. Yes, faith 'r:s Il. huveſt Gomez; thou ſect 
I uſe thee like a Friend; this is a tamiliar V1fir 

Gom. What! Colonel Hernando turn'd a Fryar! who 
could have ſuſpected you for io much Godlineis ? 

Lor. E'en as thou tceſt I make bold reve. 

Gom, A very frank manner of proceeding; but I do 
not wonder at your Viſit. after fo frienly an Trivitation 
2s | made you. Marry, I hope you will excuſe the Blun- 
derbuſſes for not being in readineſs to ſalute you; but let 
me know your Hour, and all ſhall be mended another 
time, | 

Lor. Hang it, I hate ſuch ripping up of old Unkindneſs; 
I was upon the Frolick this Evening, and came to viſit 
thee in Maſquerade. 

Gom. Very likely; and not finding me at home, you 
were forc'd to toy away an Hour with my Wite or lo. 

Lor. Right; thou ſpeak'ſt my very Soul. 

Com. Why, am not I a Friend then to help you out? 
you would have been fumbling half an Hour tor this Ex- 
euſe — But, as | remember, you promig'd to ſtorm 
my Citadel, and bring your Regiment of red Locuſts up- 
on me for free Quarter: I find, Colonel, by your Habit, 
there are black Locuſts in the World as well as red. 
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Elv. [ Aſide] When comes my Share of the Reckon. 
ing to be call'd tor? | n 

Lor. Give me thy Hand; Thou art the honeſteſt, kind it 
Man; I was reſolv'd I would not out of thy Houſe till I 
had ſeen thee, 

Gom. No, in my Couſcience, if I had ſtaid abroad till I m 
Midnight. But Colonel, you and I ſhall talk in another 
Tone hereafter; I mean, in cold Friendſhip, at a Bar 
before a Judge, by the way of Plaintiff and Defendant, 
Your Excuſes want ſome Grains to make em current; 
Hum and Ha will not do the Bufineſs There's a 
modeſt Lady of your Acquaintance, ſhe has ſo much 
Grace to make none at all, but ſilently to conteſs the 
Power of Dame Nature working in her Body to youth- 
ful Appetite. 

Elv. How he got in I know not, unleſs it were by ver- 
tue of his Habit. 
Gem. Ay, ay, the Virtues of that Habit are known + 
bundantly. 
Elv. I could not hinder his Entrance, for he took me 
unprovided. 
Gom. To reſiſt him. 
Ev. l'm ſure he has not been here above a Quarter of 
an Hour. | | 
Gem. And a Quarter of that time would hare ſery d 
thy Turn: O thou Epitome of thy virtuous Sex! Madam 
Meſſalina the Second, retire to thy Apartment: I have an ff 
Aſſignation there to make with thee. 
v. I am all Obedience [ Exit Elvira, 
Lor. | find, Gomez, you are not the Man I thought t the | 
you: We may meet before we come to the Bar, we may, Pacer. 
and our Dillerences may be decided by other Weapons Peel F 
than by Lawyers Tongues, In the mean time no ill 7% 
Treatment of your Wife, as you hope to dye a natural 
Death, and go to Hell in your Bed. Bilbo is the Word, ont h 
remember that and tremble [He's going out, P. Para 
Enter Dominie, Gor, 
Dom. Where is this naugbty Couple? whereare you, in e Fity 
the Name of Goodneſs? My Mind miſgave me, and 1 durſt F* 8"<?! 
truſt you no longer with your ſelves: Here will be fine Dom. 
Work, I'm afraid, at your _ Confeſſion. ſuch 
| Lor. 
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Loy. [Aſide.] The Devil is punctual, I ſee; he has paid 
me the Shame he ow'd me; and now the Fryar is com- 
ing for his Part too. 

Dom. [Seeing Gom.] Bleſs my Eyes! what do I ſee? 

Gom. Why, you ſee a Cuckold of this honeſt Gemtle- 
man's making; I thank him for his Pains. 

Dom. I confeſs | am afſtoniſh'd! 

Gom. What, at a Cuckoldom of your own Contri- 
yance! your Head-piece and his Limbs have done my Bu- 
fineſs . Nay, do not look ſo ſtrangely: remem- 
ber your own Words, Here will be fine Work at your 
next Confeſſion. What naughty Couple were they whom 
you durſt not truſt together any longer? when the hypo- 
critical Rogue had truſted em a full Quarter of an Hour; 
and, by the way, Horns will ſprout in leſs time than 
Muſhrooms. 

Dom. Beware how yeu accuſe one of my Order upon 
light Suſpicions. The naughty Couple that I meant, 
were your Wife and you, whom [lift together with 


great Animoſities on both Sides. Now that was the Oc- 


iſion, mark me, Gomez, that I thought it convenient to 
eturn again, and not to truſt your enraged Spirits too 
ong together. You might have broken out into Revi- 
ings and matrimonial Warfare, which are Sins; and new 
Sins make work for new Confeſſions. 

Loy. [ Aſide.) Well ſaid i' faith, Fryar; thou art come 
f thy ſelt, but poor I am left in Limbo. 

Com. Angle in ſome other Ford, good Father, you 
m catch no Gudgeons here. Loek upon the Priſoner 
t the Bar, Fryar, and inform the Court what you know 
oncerning him; he is arraign'd here by the Name of Ce- 
del Hernando, 

Dom What Colonel do you mean, Gomez? I ſee no 
an but a reverend Brother of cur Order, whoſe Profeſ- 
on | honour, but whole Perſon I know not, as I hope 
or Paradiſe. | 

Gom. No, you are not acquainted with him, the more's 
e Pity; you do not know him, under this Diſguiſe, for 
de greateſt Cuckold.maker in all Spain. 

Dom. O Impudence! O Rogue! O Villi! Nay if he 

ſuch a Man, my rignteous Spirit riles at him! Does 
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he put on holy Garments for a Cover-ſhame of Lewa. i 
neſs? * 
Gom. Yes, and he's in the right on't, Father: When 
ſwinging Sin is to be committed, nothing will cover 
it ſo cloſe as a Fryar's Hood; for there the Devil play: C 
at Bo-peep, puts out his Horns to do a Miſchief, and 
then ſhrinks em back for Safety, like a Snail into her 
Shell. b 
Lor. [ Aſide. ] It's beſt marching off while I can retrext 
with Honour. There's no truſting this Fryar's (onſci. y 
= ence; he has renounc'i me alrea y more heartily than 
e'er he did the Devil, and is in a fair way to prolecute 
me for puiring on thele ho'y Robes. This is the ol 
Church trick; the Clergy is ever at the Bottom ot the 
Plot, but they are wile enough to ſlip their own Necks 
out of the Collar, and leave the Laity to be tairly hang'd 
for i: [Exit Lorenzo. V. 
Gom. F low your Leader, Fryar; your Colonel u V. 
troop'd off, but he had not gane fo ezfi y, it 1 durſt hae Tt 
truſted you in the Houſe behina me. Gather up your W. 
gouty Legs, I ſay, and rid my Houſe of that huge bod Bu 
11 of Divinity, ; 
14 Dom. I ex ect ſoms Judgment ſhou'd fall upon yo Th 
| for your want of Reverence to your Spiritual Director: Th 
Slander, Covetouſneſs, and Jealuuſie will weigh the An 
down, I w 
Gom. Put Pride, ebe and Gluttony into your Th: 
Scale, Father, and you ſhall weigh againſt me: Nay, and The 
Sins come to be divided once, the Clergy puts in for nine ¶ I tu 
Parts, and ſcarce leaves the Laity a Toh. 
Dom. How dar'lt thou reproach the Tribe of Levi? | Fey 
Gom, Marry, becauſe you make us Lay-men of the And 
Tribe of Jſachar. You make Aſſes of us, to bear your The 
Burthens: When we are young, you put Paniers upon ui I ca 
with your Church-Diſcipline; and when we are gro wa And 
up, you load us with a Wife. After that, you procure for The! 
other Men, and then you load our Wives too, A fine] 7+ 
Phraſe you bave amongſt you to draw us into Marriage, The 
you call it Settling of a Man; juſt as when a Fellow bai And 
ot a ſound Knock upon the Head, they ſay he's ſettled: © 
1212 is a ſettling Blow indeed, They ſay every thing A; B 
2 is 


ay 
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in the World is good for ſomething, as a Toad to ſuck 

up the Venom of the Earth, but I never knew what a 

Fryar was good for, till your Pimping ſhow'd me. 

over Dom. Thou ſhalt anſwer for this, thou Slanderer; thy 

lays Offences be upon thy Head. 

and Gom, I believe there are ſome Offences there of your 

her planting. [ Exit Dominic, 
Lord, Lord, that Men ſhould have Senſe enough to ſet 

tren Snares in their Warrens to catch Pol-cats and Foxes, and 

nick et 

than Want Wit a Prieſt-trap at their Door to lay, 

cute For holy Vermin that in Houſes prey, Exit Gomez. 


oo SCENE = Bed chamber. 
cke Queen, and Tereſa, 
ng'd Ter. You are not what you were ſince Yeſterday; 


n. Your Food forſakes you, and your needful Reſt; 
el u You pine, you languiſh, love to be alone; 
have} Think much, ſpeak little, and in ſpeaking, ſigh. 
your When you ſee Turriſmond, you are unquiet ; 
body But when you ſee him not, you are in Pain. 
Qu. O let *em never love, who never try d! 
you They brought a Paper to me to be lign'd; 
tor: Thinking on him, I quite forgot my Name, 
ther And writ, for Leonora, Torriſmond, 
went to Bed, and to my ſelf I thought 
your That I wou'd think on Toyri/mond no more: 
„ and Then ſhut my Eyes, but cou'd not ſhut out him. 
nine I turn'd, and try'd each Corner of my Bed, 
To find if Sleep were there, but Sleep was loſt. 
i! Fev'riſh, for want of Reſt, I roſe and walk'd, 
F the And, by the Moon-ſhine, to the Windows went; 
your There, thinking to exclude him from my Thoughts, 
Dn un 1 caſt my Eyes upon the neighbouring Fields, 
own And, ere I was aware, ſigh'd to my elf, 
e for There fought my Torriſmond, | 
fe Ter, What hinders you to take the Man you love? 
age The People will be glad, the Soldier ſhour, 
bas And Bertran, though repining, will be aw'd, 
tled: Qu. I fear to try new Love, 
thingy As Boys to yenture on the unknown Ice, 


16 C That 
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That crackles underneath em while they ſlide. 
Oh, how hal] I deſcribe this growing 111! 


Betwixt my Doubt and Love, methinks, I ſtand * 
Alt'ring, like one that waits an Ague Fit; W 

And yet, wou'd this were all! 
Ter. What fear you more! Ol 
#. I am aſbam'd to ſay, tis but a Fancy: 
At Break of Day, when Dreams, they ſay, are true, Bu 
A drowzy Slumber, rather than a Sleep, | 
| Seiz'd on my Senſes, with iong Watching worn, Bu 
| Methought I ſtocd on a wide River's Bank, Th 
| Which [ muſt needs o'erpaſs, but knew not how; 80 
$1 When, on a ſudden, Torrifmond appear d, Is 
44 Gave me his Hand, and led me lightly o'er, F 
I Leaping and bounding on the Billows Heads, My 
4x "Till ſafely we had reach'd the farther Shore. (ſcape. ¶ Anc 
i Ter. This Dream portends ſome Ill which you ſhall I 
. Wou'd you ſee fairer Viſions? Take this Night Loy 
Your Nis iſmond within your Arms to ſleep; Oc 
4 And, to that End, invent ſome apt Pretence The 
iN To break with Bertran: *T would be better yet, Bot! 
| Could you provoke him to give you th' Occaſion, Kno 
And then to throw him off. £ 
Enter Bertran at a Diſtance, Or | 
Qu. My Stars have ſent him; Thr, 
For, ſee he comes: How gloomily he looks! As u 
If he, as I ſuſpect, have found my Love, Be 
His Jealouſy will furniſh him with Fury, Fate 
And me with Means to part, 2 
Bert. [ Aſide.] Sball I upbraid her? Shall I call her falſe? IA ra 
Tf ſhe be falſe, *ris what ſhe moft defires. And 
My Genius whiſpers me, Be c:utious Bertran! Be 
Theu walk'ſt as on a narrow Mountain's Neck, our 
A dreadful Height, with ſcanty Room to tread, ok 
Qu. What Bus'neſs have you at the Court, my Lord? ; 
Bert. What Bus'neſe, Madam? — 
4, Yes, my Lord, what Bus'neſs? o hi 
is tomew hat {ure of weighty Con ſequence To | 


That brings you here ſo often, and untent for. ſnough Mo tr 

Bert. [ 4ſide.) Tis what I fear d; her Words are cold e- Ber 

To freeze a Man to Death —— May I pretume Acthit 
. 4 | To 


ER 


Iſe? 
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To ſpeak, and to complain? 
u. They who complain to Princes think em tame: 
What Bull dares bellow, or what Sheep dares bleat 
Within the Lion's Den ? 
Bert. Yet Men are ſuffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 


Of promis'd Bleſſings, for they then are Debts. [I give; 
Zu My Lord. Heav'n knows its own Time when to 


Bur you, it ſeems, charge me with Breach of Faith, 
Bert. I hope I need not, Madam: 
But as when Men in S ck eſs lingring lye, 
They count the tedious Hours by Months and Years ; 
So every Day deferr'd to dying Lovers, 
Is a whole Ape of Pain 
W What if 1 ne'er conſent to make you mine? 
My Father's Promiſe ties me not to Time; 
And Bonds without a Date they ſay are void. 
Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freeſt Motion of our Minds; 
O could you ſee into my ſecret Soul, 
There you might read your own Dominion doubled, 
Both as a Queen and Miſtreſs, If you leave me, 
Know I can dye, but dare not be diſpleas'd. 
Qu. Sure you affect Stupidity, my Lord, 
Or pive me Cauſe to think, that when you loſt 
Three Battels to the Moors, you coldly ſtood 
As unconcern'd as now. 
Bert. | did my beſt; 
Fate was not in my Power. 
Qu. And with the like tame Gravity you ſaw 
A raw young Warrior take your baffled Work, 
And end it at a Blow, 
Bert. I humbly take my Leave; but they who blaſt 
our good Opinion of me, may haye Cauſe 


o know I am no Coward. He is going. 


u. Bertran, ſtay: 
Aſide.] This may produce ſome diſmal Conſequence 
o him whom dearer than my Life I love. 
To him] Have 1 not manag'd my Contrivance well, 

To try your Love, and make you doubt of mine ? 
Bert. Then was it but a Tryal? 
lethinks 1 tart as from 5 Dream, 
2 
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And often ask my ſelf if yet I wake. 
Aſide.) Tt is Turn's too quick to be without Defign; I 
Il found the Bottom of't ere I believe. * 
1. I find your Love, and wou'd reward it too, 
But anxious Fears ſollicit my weak Breaſt, 


I fear my Peoples Faith: 
That hot-mouth'd Beaſt that bears againſt the Curb, Fe 


Hard to be broken even by lawful Kings, In 
But harder by Uſurpers. If 
Judge then, my Lord, with all theſe Cares oppreſt, N 
If I can think of Love. | 
Bert, Believe me, Madam, 
Theſe Jealouſies, however large they ſpread, An 
Have but one Root, the old impriſon'd King; I le 
Whoſe Lenity firſt pleas'd the gaping Crowd: Yo 
But when long try'd, and found ſupinely , 1 
Like Æſop's Log, they leap'd upon his Back. She 
Your Father knew 'em well; and when he mounted, Wh 
He rein'd 'em ſtrongly, and he ſpurr'd them hard; The 
And, but he durſt not do it all at once, Vil 1 
He had not left alive this patient Saint, And 
This Anvil of Affronts, but ſent him hence L 
And 


To hold a peaceful Branch of Palm above, 
And by mu it in the Quire. 

. You've bit upon the very String, which touch d, Will 
Echoes the Sound, and jars within my Soul; 
There lies my Grief. 

Bert. So long as there's a Head, 
Thither will all the mounting Spirits fly; 


Lop that but off, and then 
Du. My Virtue ſhrinks from ſuch an horrid Act. 


Bert. This dis to bave a Virtue out of Seaſon. 
Mercy is good, a very good dull Virtue; 
But Kings miſtake its timing, and are mild 
When manly Courage bids em be ſevere. 
Better be c uel once, than anxious ever. 
Remove this threatning Danger from your Crown, hat 
And then ſecurely take the Man you love. Tory 
Nu. [walking aſide.) Ha! let me think of that: The MangVelco 
Tis true, this Murther is the only Means [ I love Pat 1 


That can ſecure my Throne to Torriſmond, here 
7 Nu Pound 
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m; | Nay more, this Execution done by Bertran, 
Makes him the Object of the Peoples Hate. 
Bert, [ Aſide.] The more ſhe thinks, twill work the 
ſtronger in her. Q 
Qu. [ Aſide.] How eloquent is Miſchief to perſwade! 
Few are ſo wicked as to take Delight 
In Crimes unprofitable, nor do I: 
If then I break divine and human Laws, 
No Bribe but Love cou'd gain ſo bad a Cauſe, 
Bert. You anſwer nothing! 
2 Tis of deep Concernment, 
And I a Woman ignorant and weak: 
leave it all to you; think what you do, 
You do for him I love. 
Bert. [ Aſide.] For him ſhe loves? 
She nam d not me; that may be Torri/mond, 
Whom ſhe has thrice in private ſeen this Day : 
Then I am finely caught in my own Snare. 
Ill think again Madam, it ſhall be done; 
And mine be all the Blame. [Exit Bertran, 
O, that it were! I wou'd not do this Crime, 
and yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 
The Prieſthood groſly cheat us with Free- will: 
cb'd, Will to do what, but what Heaven firſt decreed? 
Our Actions then are neither good nor ill, 
vince from eternal Cauſes they proceed: 
Our Paſſions, Fear and Anger, Love and Hate, 
Mere ſenſeleſs Engines that are moy'd by Fate; 
Like Ships on ſtormy Seas without a Guide, 
Toſt by the Winds, and driven by the Tide, 
Enter Torriſmond. 
Torr. Am I net rudely bold, and preſs too often 
Into your Preſence, Madam? If I am 
Qu. No more, leſt I ſhou'd chide you for your Stay: 
Where bave you been, and how could you ſuppoſe 
bat I cou'd live theſe two long Hours without you? 
Torr. O, Words to charm an Angel from his Orb! 
 ManJVWelcome as kindly Showers to long-parch'd Earth! 
love Dat I have been in ſuch a diſmal] Place, 
here Joy ne er enters, which the Sun ne'er chears, 
Nj Pound in with Darkneſs, over-ſpread with Damps; 
. C 3 Where 
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Where I have ſeen (if I could ſay I ſaw) 
The good old King majeſtick in his Bonds, 
And midſt his Griefs moſt venerably great: 
By a dim winking Lamp, which feebly broke 
The gloomy Vapours, he lay ſtretch'd along 
Upon th! unwholſome Earth, his Eyes fix'd upward; 
And ever and anon a filent Tear 
Stole down and trickled from his hoary Beard. 
u. O Heaven, what have I done! my gentle Love, 
Here end thy {ad Diſcourſe, and for my ſake 
Caſt off theſe fearful melancholy Thoughts, 
Torr. My Heart is wither'd at that piteous Sight, 
As early Bloſſoms are with Eaſtern Blaſts: 
He ſent for me, and while I rais“ his Head, 
He threw his Aged Arms about my Neck; 
And, ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe : 
So, learing Cheek ro Check, and Eyes to Eyes, 
We minpled Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. 
Qu Forbear: you know not how you wound my Soul, 
Jorr. Can you have Griet, and not have Pity too? 
He told me, when my Father did return, 
He had a wond'rous Secret to diſcloſe: 
He kifs'd me, bleſs'd me, nay, he cal?d me Son; 
He prais'd my Courage; prey'd for my Succeſs; 
He was fo tiue a Father of his Country, 
To thank me, for defending ev'n his Foes, 
Becauſe they were his Subjects. 
. If they be; then what am I? 
Torr. The Sovereign of my Scul, my earthly Heayen, 
Qu. And not your Queen? 
Torr. You are ſo beautiful, 
So wond'rous fair, you juſtify Rebellion : 
As if thet faultleſs Face could make no Sin, 
But Heaven, with looking on it, muſt forgive. 
u. The King muſt dye, he muſt, my Torriſmond; 
Though Pity ſoftly plead within my Soul, 
Yet he muſt dye, that I may make you great, 
And give a Crown in Dowry with my Love. 
Torr, Perifh that Crown — on any Head but yours —_ 
O, recollect your Thoughts! 
Shake not his Hour-glaſs, when his haſty Sand 


I; 
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Is ebbing to the laſt: 
A little longer, vet a little longer, 
And Na ure drops him down, without your Sin; 
Like mellow Fruit, withour a winter-Storm. 
Qu. Let me but do this one Injuſtice more: 
His Doom is paſt; and for your Sake, he dyes. | 
Torr, Wou'd yu, for me, have done fo ill an Act, 
And will not do a good one? 
Now by your Joys on Exrth, your Hopes in Heaven, 
O fpare this great, this gogd. this aged King; 
And ſpa e your Soul the Crime! 
#u, The Crime's not mine; 
"Twas firſt propoꝰ d, and muſt be done, by Bertran, 
Fed with talle Hopes ro gain my Crown and me: 
J. to inhance his Ruin gave no Leave; 
Bur barely bad him think, and then reſolve. 
Torr, In not forbidding. you command the Crime; 
Think, timely think, on the laſt dreadtul Dav ; 
How you will tremble, there to ſtan4 expos'd, 
And foremoſt in the Rank of guilty Ghoſts, 
That muſt be doom'd for Murther? think on Mirther: 
That Troop is plac'd apart from common Crimes, 
The Damn'd themſelves ſtart wide, and ſhun that Band, 
As far more black, and more forlorn than they, 
4, "Tis terrible, it ſhakes, ir ſtazpers me; 
I knew this Truth, but I repell'd that Thought; 
Sure there is none but fears a future State; 
And when the moſt obdurate ſwear they do not, 
Their trembling Hearts belye their boaſting Tongues, 
Enter Tereſa, 
Send ſpeedily to Bertran; charge him ſtrictly 
Not to proceed, but wait my farther Pleaſure, 
Ter. Madam, he ſends to tell you, Tis perform'd. 
Exit, 
Torr, Then thouſand Plagues conſume him, 1 — 
Fiends tear him: blaſted be the Arm that ſtruck, ſhim, 
The Tongue that order'd; — only ſhe be ſpar d, 
That binder'd not the Deed. O, where was then 
The Power that guards the Sacred Lives of Kings? 
Why flept the Lightning and the Thunderbolts, 


Or bent their idle Rage on Fields and Trees, 
C4 When 
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When Vengeance call'd em here? 
Qu. Sleep that Thought too. 
"Tis done, and fince *tis done, tis paſt recal: 
And, fince tis paſt recal, muſt be forgotten. 
Torr. O, never, never, ſhall it be forgotten. 
High Heaven will not forget it, Aftec-ages 
Shall with a fearful Curſe remember ours; 
And Blood ſhall never leave the Nation more! 
Qu. His Body ſhall be Royally interr'd, 
And the laſt Funera!-Pomps adorn his Herſe; 
I will my ſelf, (as ] have Cauſe too juſt ) 
Be the chief Mourner at his Obſequics, 
And yearly fix on the revolving Day 
The ſolemn Marks of Mourning, to attone 
And expiate my Offences. 
Terr. Nothing can, 
But bloody Vengeance on that Traytor's Head, 
Which, dear departed Spirit, here I vow. 


Lu, Here end our Sorrows, and begin our Joys: 


Love calls, my Torriſmond; though Hate has rag'd, 

And ruPd the Day, yet Love will role the Night. 

The ſpiteful Stars have ſhed their Venom down, 

And now the peaceful Planets take their Turn, 

This Deed of Ber!rar's has remov'd all Fears, 

Ard giv'n me juſt Occaſion to refuſe him, 

What hinders now, but that the holy Prieſt 

In ſecret joyn cur murual Vows? and then 

This Night, this happy Night, is yours and mine, 
Toy. Be ſtill my Sorrows, and be loud my Joys, 

Fly to the utmoſt Circles of the Sea, 

Thou furious Tempeſt, that haſt tols'd my Mind, 

And leave no Thought, but Leonora there, 

What's this I fell a boding in my Soul? 

As if this Day were fatal; be it ſo; 

Fate ſhall but have the Leavings of my Love: 

My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great; 

The Lyon, though he ſees the Toils are ſet, 

Vet pinch'd with raging Hunger, ſcowrs away, 

Hunts in the Face at Danger all the Day; 


At Night, with ſullen Pleaſure, grumbles o'er his Prey. 


[ Exeunt | 
ACT 


5 
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Ur. SCENE-L 
SCENE before Gomer's Door. 


Enter Lorenzo, Dominick, and two Soldiers at a Diſtance. 


Dam. JE UL not wag an Ace farther: The whole World 
G ſhall not bribe me to it; for my Conſcience will 
digeſt theſe groſs Enormities no longer. 

Loy. How, thy Conſcience not digeft 'em ! There's 
ne er a Fryar in Spain can ſhew a Conſcience, that comes 
near it for Digeſtion: It digeſted Pimping, when l ſent 
thee with my Letter: and it digeſted Perjury, when thou 
ſwor'ſt thou did'ſt not know me: I'm ſure it has digeſted 
me fifty Pound of as hard Gold as is in all Barbary: Pr'y- 
thee, why ſhou'dſt thou diſcourage Fornication, when 
thou knoweſt thou loveſt a ſweet young Girl? 

Dom. Away, away; I do not love em; — phau; no, 
— | ſpits. ] I do not love a pretty Girl; — you are ſo 
waggiſh. its again. 
. Why thy Mouth waters at the very — ot 
them. 

Dom. You take a mighty Pleaſure in Defamation, Co- 
lone); but I wonder what you find in running reſt eſs up 
and down; breaking your Brains, emptying your Purſe, 
and wearing out your Body, with hunting after unlaw- 
ful Game. : 

Lor. Why there's the Satisfaction on'r. 

Dom. This Incontinency may proceed to Adultery, 2nd 
Adultery to Murther, and Murther to Hanging; and there's 
the Satisfaction on't. 

Lor. Il not hang alone, Fryar; I'm reſolved to peach 
thce before thy Superiours, for what thou haſt done al- 
ready. 

. Pm reſolv d to forſwear it, if you do: Let me ad- 
viſe you better, Colonel, than to accuſe a Church- man 
to a Church- man: in the Common Cauſe we are all of a 
Piece; we hang together. | 

TE Cs Tow, 
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Lor. [ Aſide.] If you don't, it were no Matter if you did! 
Dom. Nay, if you talk of Peaching, I'll peach firſt, and 
ſee whoſe Oath will be believ'd; I'll rrounce you for of." 
fering to corrupt my Honeſty, and bribe my Conſcience: 
you ſhall be ſummon'd by an Hoſt of Paritours; you ſhall a 
be ſentenc'd in the Spiritual Court; you ſhall be excom-! her 
municated ; you ſhall be outlaw'd; and. 
[Here Lorenzo takes a Purſe, and plays with it and Th 
at laſt lets the Puyſe fall chinking on the Ground; - 
which the Fryar eyes. .. 
In another Tone ] I fay, a Man might do this now, ii, 85 
he were maliciouſly diſpos'd, and had a Mind to bring Far 
Matters to Extremity ; but, conſidering, that you are my 2 
Friend, a Perſon of Honour, and a worthy good charits- p 
ble Man, I wou'd rather dye a thouſand Deaths than dif-F * 


oblige you, r 
L Lorenzo takes up the Purſe, and pours it into th — 
Fryar' Sleeve. I 


Nay, good Sir; nay, dear Colonel; O Lord, Sir, what] - 
are you doing now ! I profeſs this muſt not be: without 8¹ 
this I wou'd have ſerv'd you to the uttermoſt; pray com- Abe 
mand me: a jealous, foul-mouth'd Rogue this Gomez is: 

I faw how he us'd you, and you mark'd how he us 

me too: O he's a bitter Man; but we'll join our Forces; = 
ah, ſhall we, Colonel? we'll be reyeng'd on him with a 
Wirneſs, _ 

Lor. But how ſhall I ſend her Word to be ready at the wr 
Door, (tor I muſt reveal it in Confeſſion to you, ) that I teſt 
mean to carry her away this Evening, by the Help of F 8 
theſe two Soldiers? I know Gomez ſuſpects you, and y ou * 
will hardly gain Admittance. 8 yn 
Dom. Let me alone; I fear him not; I am arm'd with 'y 
the Authority of my Cloathing; yonder I ſec him keeping . g 
Centry at his Door: have you never ſeen a Citizen, in a =I 
cold Morning, clapping his Sides, and walking forward 
and backward, a mighty Pace before his Shop? but III 
gain the Paſs, in Spight of his Suſpicion; ſtand you afide, Þ th 
and do but mark how I accoſt him. 3 

Lor If he meet with a Repulſe, we muſt throw off — 
the Fox's Sk n, and put on the Lyon's: Come, Gentle- an 
men, you'll ſtand by me. 1 

Sold. Do not doubt us, Colonel. LT ©; 


new 
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| ® , 
4 — [ They retire all three to a Corner of the Stage, Domi: 
or of. nick goes to the Door where Gomez ſtands. 
ence Dom. Good Even, Gomez, how does your Wife? 
x fa Som. Juſt as you'd have her, thinking on nothing, but 


com. her dear Colonel, and conſpiring Cuckoldom againſt me. 
. Dom. I dare ſay, you wrong her, ſhe is employing her 
An Thoughts how to cure you of your Jealouſie. 
und,, Com. Yes, by Certainty. 
Dom. By you Leave, Gomez; I have ſome ſpiritual Ad- 
W, iff yice to impart to her on that Subject. 
ringl Com. You may ſpare your Inſtructions, if you pleaſe, 
my Father, ſhe has no farther Need of them. 
itz. Dom. How, no Need of them! Do you ſpeak in Riddles? 
dit, Com. Since you will have me ſpeak plainer; ſhe has 
; e ſo well already by your Counſel, that ſhe can ſay 
„ e ber Leſſon, without your teaching: Do you underſtand 
me now ? 
hae Dem. I muſt not neglect my Duty, for all that; once 
again, Gomez, by your Leave. 


out Com. She s a little indiſpos'd at preſent, and it will not 


9 ; be convenient to diſturb her. 
mT Dominick offers to go by him, but t other ſtands be- 
fore him. 


Dem Ingiſpos d, ſay you? O, it is upon thoſe Occaſi- 


ons that a Confeſſor is molt neceſſary; I think, it was my 
the © good Angel that ſent me hither ſo opportunely. 
u I. Com. Ay, whoſe good Angels ſent you hither, that you 
of! kteſt know, Father. 
Dom. A Word or two of Devotion will do her no 
Harm I'm ſure, 
ith Gom. A little Sleep will do her more Good I'm ſure: 
ng | You know ſhe disburthen'd her Conſcience but this Mor- 
1 ning to you. 
rd Dom. But, if ſhe be ill this Afternoon, ſhe may have 
[1 þ new Occahon to confeſs. 
le, | Som. Indeed, as you order Matters with the Colonel, 
"Þ ſhe may have Occaſion of confelling her ſelf every Hour. 
FL Dom. Pray, bow long has ſhe been ſick? 
Gom, Lord, you will force a Man to ſpeak; why ever 
fince your laſt Defeat. 
, Dom. This can be but ſome light Indiſpoſition, it will 
7 not laſt, and 1 may ſee her, 8 Gom. 


ou 


\ 
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Gem, How, not laft! I ſay, it will lat, and it ſhall laſt; N 
ſhe ſhall be fick theſe. ſeven or eiphe Days, and perhaps 1 Th 
longer, as I ſee Occaſion: what; 1 know the Mind of her m 


Sickneſ: a little better than you do. of 
Dom. I find then, I muſt bring a Doctor. 
Gom. And he'll bring an Apothecary, with a chargeable þ 

long Bill of Ana's: thoſe of my Family have the Grace cu! 

to dye cheaper: in a Word. Sir Dominick, we underſtand 5 

one another's Rufineſs here: I am reſolv'd to ſtand like 

the Swi/s of my own Family, to defend the Entrance; the 
you may mumble over your Pater Noſters, if you pleaſe, bit 
and try if you can make my Doors fly open, and batter cu. 
down wy Walls, with Bell, Book, and Candle: But lam 
not of Opinion, that you are holy enough to commit a | 


Miracles. cul 
Dom. Men of my Order are not to be treated after this . 
Manner. Fa 


Gom. I would treat the Pope and his Cardinals in the cal 
ſame Manner, if they offer'd to ſee my Wife, without my th: 
Leave. * | 

Dom. 1 excommunicate thee from the Church, if thou is 
do'ſt not open, there's Promulgation coming out. an 

Gem, And I excommunicate you from my Wife, if Ki 
you go to that; there is Promulgation for Promulgation, Þ it i 
and Bull for Bull; and ſo I leave you co recreate your felt 
with the End of an old Song and Sorrow came nal 
to the old Fryar. Exit. or 

Lorenzo comes to him. ore 

Tor. T will not ask you your Succeſs; for I overheard 
Part of it, and ſaw the Concluſion; I find we are now fat 
put upon our laſt Trump; the Fox is earth'd, but I ſhall 
ſend my two Terriers in after him. ge 

Sold. I warrant you, Colone!, we'il unkennel him, ter 

Lor. And make what Haſte you can, to bring out the wi 
Lady: What ſay you, Father? Burglary is but a venial Sin Þ hit 
among Soldiers. T. 

Dom. I ſhall abſolve them, becauſe he is an Enemy of Þ Q 
the Church There is a Proverb, I confeſs, which les 


ſays, That dead Men tell no Tales; but let your Soldiers 
apply it at their own Perils, he 
Loy, 
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it; Loy. What, take away a Man's Wife, and kill him too! 
The Wickedneſs of this old Villai n ſtartles me, and gives 
me a Twinge for my own Sin, tl. ough it comes far ſhort 
of his: Hark you, Soldiers, be ſute you uſe as little Vio- 
lence to him as is poſſible. | | 
Dam. Hold a little, I have thought better how to ſe- 
cure him, with leſs Danger to us. | 
Lor. O Miracle, the Fryar is grown conſcientious ! 
Dom. The old King you know is juſt murther'd, and 
the Perſons that did it are unknown; let the Soldiers ſeize 
aſe, © bim for one of the Aſſaſſinates, and let me alone to ac- 
cuſe him afterwards. 
Lor. I cry thee Mercy with all my Heart, for ſuſpecting 
! a Fryar of the leaſt Good- nature; what, wou'd you ac- 
cuſe him wrongfully ? 
Dom. I muſt confeſs, tis wrongful quoad hoc, as to the 
Fact it ſelf; but 'tis righful quoad hunc, as to this hereti- 
the cal Rogue, whom we muſt diſpateh: He has rail'd againſt 
my the Church, which is a fouler Crime than the Murther of a 
| thouſand Kings; Omne majus continet in ſe minus: He that 
hou is an Enemy to the Church, is an Enemy unto Heaven; 
and he that is an Enemy to Heaven, wou'd have kill'd the 
if King if he had been in the Circumſtances of doing it; ſo 
ion, it is not wrongful to accuſe him. 
ſell Lor. I never knew a Church-man, if he were perſo- 
ame © nally offended, but he would bring in Heaven by Hook 
xt. or Crook into his Quarrel. Soldiers, do as you were firſt 
order'd, [ Exeunt Soldiers, 
eard Dom. What was't you order'd em? Are you ſure it's 
ow | fate, and not ſcandalous ? 
hall Lor. Somewhat near your own Deſign, but not alto- 
gether ſo miſchievous ; the People are infinitely diſcon- 
tented, as they have Reaſon; and Mutinies there are, or 
the will be, againſt the Queen; now I am content to put 
Sin & him thus far into the Plot, that he ſhould be ſecur'd as a 
Traytor ; but he ſhall only be Priſoner at the Soldiers 
of © Quarters; and when I am out of Reach, he ſhall be re- 
nich leas'd, 
iers Dom, And what will become of me then? for when 
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Fo 


[ They with 


Enter the Soldiers with Gomez ſtruggling on their Backs, 


Gem. Help, good Chriſtians, help Neighbours; my. 
Houſe is broken open by Foree, and I am raviſh'd, and 
am like to be aſſaſſinated. What do you mean, Villains? 


will you carry me away like a Pedlar's Pack upon your 
Backs? will you murther a Man in plain Day- light? 


Firſt Soldier. No; but we 
and for being in a Plot againſt the State. 


Gom. Who, I in a Plot! O Lord! O Lord! I never durf 
be in a Plot: Why, how can you in Conſcience ſuſpect a 
rich Citizen of fo much Wit as to make a Plotter? There 
are none but poor Rogues, and thoſe that can't live with 


out it, that are in Plots. 
Second Soldier. Away with him, away with him. 


Gom. O my Gold! my Wife! my Wife! my Gold! 43 
1 hope to be ſav d now, | know no more of the Plot than 
they that made it, [ They carry him off, and exeunt. 
Lor. Thus far we have fail'd with a merry Gale, and 
now we have the Cape of good Hope in fight; the Trade- 


wind is our own, it we can but double it. 


are paſt! | 
Enter Elvira with a Casket. 
Elv. Am I come at laſt into your Arms? 


Lop. Fear nothing; the Adventure's ended, and the 


Knight may carry off the Lady ſafely. 


Elv. I'm ſo over joy d, I can ſcarce believe I am at Li- 
berty ; but ſtand panting, like a Bird that has often beaten Þ 


her Wings in vai againſt her Cage, and at laſt dares hard- 
ly venture out, though ſhe ſes it open. 
Dom. Loſe no Time, but make haſte while the Way is 
free for you; and thereupon I give you my Benediction. 
Loy, Tis not fo free as you ſuppoſe; tor there's an old 
Gentleman of my Acquaintance that blocks up the Paſſage 
at the Corner ot the Szreet, © Dom. 


Lor. Why then, Father, you muſt bave Recourſe % 
your intallible Church-remedies, Lie impudently, andswer 
devoutly. and, as you told me but now, let him try who J"" 
Oath will be firſt believ d. Retire, I hear em coming. 

Cal 


Il ſecure you for a Traytor;Þ 


[D He looks out. 
Aſide.) Ah, my Father and Pedyo ſtand at the Corner 
of the Street with Company, there's no ſtirring till they 
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Dom. What have you gotten there under your Arm, 
rie tl; Daughter? ſomewhat, I hope, that will bear your Charges 
wen in your Pilgrimage. 
whole Tx. The Fryar has an Hawk's ye to Gold and Jewels, 
2 . Elv. Here's that will make you dance without a Fiddle, 
and provide better Entertainment for us than Hedges in 
% Summer and Barns in Winter. Here's the very Heart, 
and Soul, and Life- Blood of Gomez; Pawns in abundance, 
and 14 Gold of Widows, and new Gold of Prodigals, and 
uns;? Pearls and Diamonds of Court Ladies, till the next Bribe 
out helps their Husbands to redeem em. 

© Dom. They are the Spoils of the Wicked, and the 
tor, Church endows you with em. 

Loy, And, faith, we'll drink the Church's Health out of 
Jurſt them. But all this while I ſtand on Thorns; pr'ythee, 
ect Dear, look out, and ſee if the Coaſt be free for our Eſcape, 
here for 1 dare not peep for fear of being known. | 
” [Elvira goes 10 look, and Gomez comes running in upon 
: her: She ſhrieks out. 

Som Thanks to my Stars, I have recover'd my own 
AS FF Territories What do I ſee! I'm ruin'd! I'm undone ! 

I'm betray'd ! 

unt. Dom. DAſide.] What a hopeful Enterprize is here ſpoibd? 

and Gom. O, Colonel, are you there? and you, Fryar? nay, 

ade. then I find how the World goes. 

Tor. Chear up, Man, thou art out of Jeopardy; I heard 
our. thee crying out juſt now, and came running in full Speed 
ner] with the Wings of an Eagle and the Feet of a Tyger to 
thy Reſcue. 

Som. Ay, you are always at hand to do me a Courteſte 
with your Eagle's Feet and your Tyger's Wings; and, 
what were you here for, Fryar ? : 
the Dom. To interpoſe my ſpiritual Authority in your Behalf. 
. © Gom, And why did you ſhriek out, Gentlewoman ? 
L- Ely. Twas for Joy at your Return. 
* Gom. And that Casket under your Arm, for what End 
d- and Purpoſe ? 
. Elv. Only to preſerve it from Thieves. 
Com. And you came running out of Door 
ia | . Only to meet you, ſweet Husband. 
a, < | | Gom. 
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Gom. A fine Evidence ſum'd up among you; thank you 
heartily; you are all my Friends. The Colonel was walk. I. 
ing by accidentally, and hearing my Voice, came in to I. 
ſave me; the Fryar, who was hobling the ſame way too, fo. 
accidentally again, and not knowing of the Colonel [ Þ 
warrant you, he comes in to pray for me; and my faith. m. 
ful Wife runs out of Doors to meet me with all my 
ere under her Arm, and ſhrieks out for Joy at my 

eturn. But if my Father-in-law had not met your Sol. 
diers, Colonel, and deliver d me in the Nick, I ſhould nei. ¶ pa- 
ther have found a Friend nor « Fryar here, and might have of 
ſhrick'd out for Joy my {elf for the Loſs of my Jewels 
and my Wife, for 

Dom. Art thou an Infidel? Wilt thou not believe us? Wi 

Gom. Such Church-men as you wou'd make any Man 
an Infidel: Get you into your Kennel, Gentlewoman; l 
ſhall thank you within Doors for your fate Cuſtody of my 
Jewels, and your own, [He thruſts his Wife off the Stage, 

[ Exit Elvira, 
As for you, Colonel Huff- cap, we ſhall try before a Civil 
Magiſtrate who's the greateſt Plotter of us two, I againſt 
the State, or you againſt the Petticoat. 

Lor. Nay, if you will complain, you ſhall for ſome. | 
thing, [ Beats him. Lo 


Com. Murther! Murther! I give up the Ghoſt! I am . 
deſtroy d! help! Murther ! Marther 1 But 
Dom. Away, Colonel, let us fly for our Lives; the. 
Neighbours are coming out with Forks, and Fire-ſhovels, Wh 
and Spits, and other domeſtick Weapons; the Militia of - i 
0 


a whole Alley is rais d againſt us. 
Loy. This is but the Intereſt of my Debt, Maſter Uſurer, . 
the Principal ſhall be paid you at our next Meeting, Upe 
Dom. Ah, if your Soldiers had but diſpatch'd him, bis A C 
Tongue had been laid aſleep, Colonel; but this comes of 
not following good Counſel; ah 
Exeunt Lor. and Fryar ſeverally, | * C 
Gom. I'll be reveng'd of him if I dare; but he's ſuch a 
terrible Fellow, that my Mind miſgives me; I ſhall trem- 
ble when I have bim before the Judge: all my Misfortunes 
come together: I have been robb'd, and cuckolded, and ls fe 
raviſh'd, and beaten in one Quarter of an Hour; my poor 
Ig Limbs 
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. [Limbs ſmart, and my poor Head akes: ay, do, do, ſmart 
Limb, ake Head, and ſprout Horn; but I'll be hang'd be- 
ore I'll pity you: you muſt needs be married, muſt ye? 
there's for that, [ beats his own Head.) and to a fine, young, 
. Enodiſh Lady, muſt ye? there's for that too; and, at Three - 
ſcore, you old, doting Cuckold, take that Remembrance, 
a fine Time of Day for a Man to be bound Pren- 
vice, when he is paſt ufing his Trade; to ſet up an Equi- 
i. page of Noiſe, when he has moſt need of Quiet; inſtead 
ſof her being under Cover- Baron, to be under Covert- 
wel eme my ſelf; to have my Body diſabled, and my Head 
tortified; and, laſtly, to be crowded into a narrow Box 
? with a ſhrill Trebble, bound, 
Man & That with one Blaſt, through the whole Houſe does 
n; 1 And firſt taught Speaking-Trumpets how to ſound. 


f my # [ Exit, 
SCENE I. The Court 

= Enter Raymond, Alphonſo and Pedro. 

ain 


Raym. Are theſe, are theſe, ye Powers, thepromis'd Joys, 
me. With which I flatter'd my long, tedious Abſence, 

him, To find, at my Return, my Maſter murther'd? 

am 0. that I cou'd but weep, to vent my Paſſion! 

But this dry Sorrow burns up all my Tears. | 
the! 41th. Mourn inward, Brother; 'tis obſerv'd at Court, 
rel, Who weeps, and who wears black; and your Return 
a of Will fix all Eyes on every Act of yours, 

To ſee how you reſent King Sancho's Death. 
rer, Naym. What generous Man can live with that Conſtraint 

Upon his Soul, to bear, much leſs to flatter 
his A Court like this! Can I ſooth Tyranny ? 

Seem pleas'd, to ſee my Royal Maſter murther'd, 

His Crown uſurp'd, a Diſtaff in a Throne, 

uh, A Council made af ſuch as dare not ſpeak, 

h a And could not, if they durſt; whence honeſt Men 

Banifh themſelves, for Shame of being there: 

A Government, that, knowing not true Wiſdom, 

Is ſcorn'd abroad, and lives on Tricks at home? 

or # Alpb. Virtue muſt be throwa off, tis a coarſe Garment 
Too 
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Too heayy for the Sun-ſhine of a Court. 
Raym. Well then, I will cifſemble for an End 
So preaf, ſo pir us, as 2 juſt Revenge: 
You'll joyn with me? 
Alph. No honeſt Man bur muſt, 
Ped. What Title hae this Quren but lawleſs Force? 
And Force muſt pull her down. 
Alph. Truth is, | pity Leonora's Caſe; 
Ford, for her Safety, ro commit a Crime 
Wlich moſt her Soul abhors. 
Ra;m, All ſhe has done, or &er can do, of Good, 
This one black D-ed has dam d. 
Ped. You'll hardly joyn you! Son to our Deſign. 
Raym You! Reaſon for“? 
Ped I want Time to unri1l- it: 
Put on your t'other Face; the Queen *pproaches, 
Euter the Queen. Beitran, and Attendants. 
Raym Ard that accurſed Bertran 
Stalks cloſe behind her. like a Witch's Fiend, 
Preſſing to be employ'd; ſtand, and obſerve them. 
Queen to Bertran.] Bury'd in private, and fo ſuddenly! 
It cr:fſes my Deſign. which was rallow 
Ihe Rites of Funeral fit ing his Degree, 
With all the Pomp of Mourning. 
Bert. It was not ſafe: 
Objects of Pity, when the Cauſe is new, 
Would work too fiercely on the giddy Crowd: 
Had Ceſay's Body never been expos d, 
Bratus had gain'd his Cauſe. 
u. Then, was he lov'd ? 
Bert, O, never Man ſo much; for Saint-like Goodneſs, 
Ped. [ Aſide.] Had bad Men fear'd him but as good Men 
He had not yet been Sainted. [ lov'd him, 
Qu. I wonder how the People bear his Death. 
Bert. Some Diſcontents there are; ſome idle Murmurs, 
Ped, How, idle Murmurs! Let me plainly ſpeak: 
The Doors are all ſhut up; the wealthier Sort, 
With Arms a-croſs, and Hats upon their Eyes, 
Walk to and fro before their filent Shops : 
Whole Droves of Lenders crowd the Bankers Doors, 
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; To call in Money; thofe who have none, mark 
Where Money goes; for when they riſe, tis Plunder: 
The Rabble gather round he Man of News, 


And liſten with their Mouths; [it; 
Some tell, ſome hear, ſome judge of News, ſome make 


And he who lyes moſt loud, is moſt heliev d. 


us This may be dangerous. 
Kaym. [ Aſide.) Pray Heaven it may, 
Bert. If one of you muſt fall; 
Self. Preſervation is the firſt ot Laws: 
And if. when Subjects are . ppreſs'd by Kings, 
They juſtifie Rebellion by that Law: * 
As well may Monarchs turn the Edge of Right. 
To cur for ten, when S-If-1eten-e requires it. 
2s. Vu place ſuch Arbrrary Power in Kings, 
Tha 1 much tear, it I ſhoul+ make you one, 
You'l' make your ſclt a Tyr nr; ler the know 
By what \ur o ity you did his Act, 
Bert. You uch ſurprize mi to demand that Queſtion: 
But, ſince Truth muſt he rold *rwas by your own. 
u. Produce it, or by Heaven, your Head ſhall anſwer 
The Forf-it of your Torgur. : 
Raym ¶ Aſiue] Brave Miſchief towards. 
Bert. You bade me 
4, When, and where? 
Bert No, I conteſs you bade me not in Words; 
The Dyal ſpoke not, but it made ſhrewd Signs, 
And pointed full upon the Stroke of Murther: 
Yet this you faid, 
You were a Woman ignorant and weak, 
So left it to my Care. 
Qu. What, if | ſaid, 
I was a Woman ignorant and weak, 
Were you to take th* Adyantage of my Sex, 
And play the Devil to tempt me? You contriy'd, 
You urg'd, you drove me headlong to your Toils; 
And if much tir'd, and frighted more, I paus'd; 
Were you to make my Doubts your own Commiſſion ? 
Bert. This tis to ſerve a Prince too faithfully ; 
Who free from Laws himſelf, will have that done, 
Which, 
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Of! 
Which, not perform'd, brings us to ſure Diſgrace; F 
And, if perform'd, to Ruin. « 
#, This *tis to counſel things that are unjuſt ; All 
Firſt, to debauch a King to break his Laws, You 
(Which are his Safety) and then ſeek Protection of 
From him you have endanger'd; but, juſt Heaven, I ſe 
When Sins are judg'd, will damn the tempting Devil, For 
More deep than thoſe he tempted. The 
Bert. It Princes not protect their Miniſters, Flev 
What Man will dare to ſerve them? R 
4. None will dare Can 
To ſerve them ill, when they are left to Laws; « 
But, when a Counſellor, to fave himſelf, 'Tis 
Would lay Miſcarriages upon his Prince, Tha 
Expoſing him to publick Rape and Hate; And 
O, *tis an Act as infamouſly baſe, Ei 
As, ſhould a common Soldier ſculk behind, R 
And thruſt his General in the Front of War: As: 
It ſhews, he only ſerv'd himſelf before, And 
And had no Senſe of Honour, Country, King; To 
But center'd on himſclf; and us'd his Maſter, And 
As Guardians do their Wards, with Shews of Care, The 
But with Intent to ſell the publick Safety, L 
And pocket up his Prince. Exc 
Ped. [ Aſide.) Well ſaid, i'faith; To 
This Speech is een too good for an U ſurper. You 
Bert, I fee for whom I muſt be facrific'd; And 
And, had I not been ſotted with my Zeal, To 
I might have found it ſooner, R 
Qu. From my Sight! To 
The Prince who bears an Inſolence like this, And 
Is fuch an Image of the Powers above, E 
As is the Statue of the Thundring God, R 
Whoſe Bolts the Boys may play with. Wh 
Bert. Unreveng'd 11 
5 I will not fall, nor ſingle. Exit cum ſuis, | And 
| Queen zo Raymond, who kiſſes her Hand. The 
4, Welcome, welcome: | And 
F {aw you not before: One honeſt Lord Tha 
If hid with Eaſe among a Crowd of Courtiers: but 
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Of ſuch a Son as Torriſmond ? 
Raym. His Actions were but Duty. 
u, Yet, my Lord, 
All have not paid that Debt, like noble Torri/mond. 
You hear, how Bertran brands me with a Crime, 
Of which, your Son can witneſs, I am free; 
| ſent to ſtop the Murther, but too late; 
For Crimes are ſwift, but Penitence is flow; 
The bloody Bertran diligent in ill, 
Flew to prevent the ſoft Returns of Pity, 
Raym. O curſed Haſte, of making ſure a Sin! 
Can you forgive the Traytor? 
Qu. Never, never: 
'Tis written here in Characters ſo deep, 
That ſeven Years hence, (till then ſhould I not meet him,) 
And in the Temple then, III drag him thence. 
Ev'n from the holy Altar to the Block. [me, Juſtice, 
Raym. [ Aſide.] She's fir'd, as I would wiſh her; aid 
As il ay Ends are thine, to gain this Point; 
And ruin both at once: t wounds indeed, ¶ Io her. 
To bear Affronts, too great to be forgiven, 
And not have Power to puniſn; yet one Way 
There is to ruin Bertran. 
Qu. O, there's none; 
Except an Hoſt from Heaven can make ſuch Haſte 
To fave my Crown, as he will do to ſeize it : 
You ſaw he came ſurrounded with his Friends, 
And knew befides, our Army was remov'd 
To Q-arters too remote for ſudden Uſe. 
Raym. Yet you may give Commiſſion 
To ſome bold Man, whoſe Loyalty you truſt, 
And let him raiſe the Train-Bands of the City. 
u. Groſs Feeders, Lyon-Talkers, Lamb-like Fighters. 
Raym. You do not know the Virtues of * City, 
What puſhing Force they have; ſome Popular Chiet, 
More noiſy than the reſt, but cries Halloo, 
And, in a Trice, the bellowing Herd come out; 
The Gates are barr'd, the Ways are barricado'd, 
And One and All's the Word; true Cocks o' th' Game, 
That never ask, for what, or whom, they fight; 
But turn 'em out, and ſhew 'em but a Foe, 
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Cry Liberty and that's a Cauſe of Quarrel. 

Ds. There may be Danger, in tht boiſt'rous Rout : 
Who knows when Fires are kinaled for my Foes, 
But ſome new Blaſt of Wind may turn thoſe Flames 
Againſt my Palace-walls? 

Raym. But ſtill their Chief 
Muſt be ſome One. whoſe Loyalty you truſt. 

#. And who more proper for that Truſt than you, 
Whoſc Iutereſts, h ugh unknown to you, are mine? 
Alphonſo Pedro, haſte to raiſe the Rabble, 

He ſhill app ar to head 'em, 
Kayn, [ Aſide to Alphonſo and Pedro.) Firſt ſeize Bertran, 
And then inſinuate to the a, that I bring 
Their lawtul Prince to place upon the Throne, 
Alph. Our lawful Prince? 
Raym. Fear net; I can produce him. 
Ped, to Alph Now we want your Son Lorenzo: what 
a mighty Faction 
Would he make tor us of the City wives, 
With, Oh, dear Husband, my ſweer Honey Hu+band, 
Wo'n't you be for the Colonel; if you love me, 
Be for the Colonel; Oh, he's the fineſt Man! ¶ Exeunt. 
Raym. | 4fide.] So, now we have a Plot behind the Plot; 
She thinks, ſhe's in the Depth of my Deſign, 

And that it's all for her; but Time ſhall ſhew, 

She only lives to help me ruin others, 

And laſt, to fall her ſelf. 

Du. Now, to you, © 120m Can you gueſs no Reaſon 

Why I repoſe ſuch Coufidence in you? 

You needs muſt think, 

There's ſome more powerful Cauſe than Loyalty : 

Will you not ſpeak, to fave a Lady's Bluſh? 

Muſt | inform you, *tis for Torri/mond, 

That all this Grace is ſhown ? [ I fear'd, 
Raym. [ Aſide, | By all the Powers worſe, worſe than w hat 
Qu. And jet, what need I. bluſh at ſuch a Choice? 

I love a Man whom I am proud to love, 

And am well pleas'd my Inclination gives 

W hat Gratitude would force. O pardon me; 

] n&'er was covetous of Wealth betore; 

Yet think ſo vaſt Treaſure as your Son, 
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20 great for any private Man's Poſſeſſion; 

nd him too rich a Jewel to be ſet 

vulgar Metal, or for vulgar Uſe, 

Arm me with Patience, Heaven! 
u. How. Patience, Raymond ! 

hat Exerciſe of Patience have you here? 

bat find you in my Crown to be contemn'd ? 

rin my Perſon loath'd? Have I, a Queen, 

it by my Fellow-rulers of the World, 

hoſe vying Crowns lay glittering in my way, 

; if the World were pv, with Diadems? 

ye I retus'd their Blood, to mix with yours, 

nd raiſe new Kings from ſo obſcure a Race, 

te ſcarce knew where to find them when I call'd? 
Lve I heap'd on my Perſon, Crown, and State, 

o load the Scale, and weigh'd my ſelf with Earth, 
or you to ſpurn the Balance? 

Ram. Bate the laſt, and 'tis what I would ſay; 

an l, cen any loyal Subject, ſce 

With Patience ſuch a Stoop from Sovereignty, 

n Ocean pour'd upon a narrow Brook? 

y Zeal for you muſt lay the Father by, 

nd plead my Coun”: y's Cauſe againſt my Son. 

bat though bis Heart be great, his Actions gallint, 
e wants a Crown to poiſe againſt a Crown, 

th to match Birth, and Power to balance Power. 
Qu. All theſe I have, and theſe 1 can beſtow ; 

ut be brings Worth and Virtue to my Bed; 

nd Virtue is the Wealth which Tyrants want: 
ſand in need of One whoſe Glories may 

edeem my Crimes, ally me to his Fame, 
ilpe] the Factions of my Foes on Earth, 
hilar m the Juſtice ot the Powers above. 

Raym. The Peo; le never will endure this Choice. 
Qu. It 1 endure it, what imports it you? 

o raiſe the Miniſters ot my Revenge, 

vide with your Breath this whirling Tempeſt round, 
nd fee its Fury fall where I deſign; 

laſt a time for juſt Revenge is given; 

cvenge, the darling Atrribute of Heaven: 
But 
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But Man, unlike his Maker, bears too long ; 
Still more expos'd, the more he pardons Wrong; 
Great in forgiving, and in ſuffcring braye; 
To be a Saint he makes bimſelf a Slave. 


By Heaven, it muſt not be; or, if it be, 
Law, Juſtice, Honour bid farewel to Earth, 
For Heaven leaves all to Tyrants. 
Enter Torriſmond, who kneels to him. 
Torr. O, ever welcome, Sir, 
But doubly now! You come in ſuch a Time, 
As if propitious Fortune took a Care, 
To ſwell my Tide of Joys to their full Height, 
And leave me nothing farther to deſire. 
Raym. I hope I come in time, if not to make, 
At leaſt, to fave your Fortune and your Honour : 
Take heed you ſteer your Veſſel right, my Son; 
This Calm of Heaven, this Mermaid's Melody, 
Into an unſeen Whirl-pool draws you faſt, 
And in a Moment finks you, 
Torr. Fortune cannot, 
And Fate can ſcarce; I've made the Port already, 
And laugh ſecurely at the lazy Storm 
That wanted Wings to reach me in the Deep. 
Your Pardon, Sir; my Duty calls me hence; 
I go to find my Queen, my earthly Goddeſs, 
To whom I owe my Hopes, my Life, my Love. 
Raym. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine 
Stay, I command you ſtay, and hear me firſt, | 
This Hour's the very Criſis of your Fate, 
Your Good or Ill, your Infamy or Fame, 
And all the Colcur of your Lite depends 
On this important Now. 
Torr, [ ſee no Danger; 
The City, Army, Court eſpouſe my Cauſe, 
And, more than all, the Queen with publick Fayour 
Indulges my Pretenſions to her Love. 
Raym. Nay, if poſſeſſing her can make you happy, 
Tis granted, nothing hinders your Deſign, 
Tory. If ſhe can make me bleſt? ſhe only can: 
Empire, and Wealth, and all ſhe brings beſide, 


[Exit Outs 
Raym. | ſolus.] Marriage with Torriſmond ! it muſt notly 


Are 
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Are but the Train and Trappings of her Love: 
The ſweeteſt, kindeſt, trueſt of her Sex, 
In whoſe Poſſeſſion Years ron] round on Years, 

Mall And Joys in Circles meet new Joys again: 

not h Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhing, and Death 

Still from each other to each other move, 

To crown the various Seaſons of our Love: 

And doubt you if ſuch Love can make me happy? 
Raym, Yes, for I think you love your Honour more. 
Terr, And what can ſhock my Honour in a Queen? 
Raym. A Tyrant, an Uſurper ? | 
Terr. Grant ſhe be. 

When from the Conqueror we hold our Lives, 

We yield our ſelves his Subjects from that Hour: 

For mutual Benefits make mutual Ties, 

Raym. Why, can you think T owe a Thief my Life, 

Fecauſe he took it not by lawleſs Force? 

What if he did not all the Ill he cou'd? 

Am I oblig'd by that t' aſſiſt his Rapines, 

And to maintain his Murthers? 

Torr, Not to maintain, but bear em unreveng'd; 

Kings Titles commonly begin by Force, 

Which Time wears off and mellows into Right: 

So Power, which in one Age is Tyranny, 

Is ripen'd in the next to true Succeſſion: 

She's in Poſſeſſion, 

Raym. So Diſeaſes are: 

Shou'd not a lingring Fever be remoy'd, 

Becauſe it long has rag'd within my Blood? 

Do I rebel when I wou'd thruſt it out? 

What, ſhall I think the World was made for one. 

And Men are born for Kings, as Beaſts for Men, 

Not for Protection, but to be deyour'd ? 

Mark thoſe who dote on arbitrary Power, 

And you ſhall find *em either hot-brain'd Youth, 

or needy Bankrupts, ſervile in their Greatneſs, 

and Slaves to ſome, to lord it o'er the reſt. 

» FO Bafeneſs, to ſupport a Tyrant Throne, 

And cruſh your free- born Brethren of the World! 
Nay, to become a Part of Uſurpation; 
A To eſpouſe the Tyrant's Perſon and her Crimes, 
re | < =" And 
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And on a Tyrant get a Race of Tyrants, 
To be your Country's Curſe in Atter- ages. 

Tory. | ſee no Crime in her whom I adore, © 

Or if I do, her Beauty makes it none: 

Look on me as a Man abandon'd o'er 

To an eternal Lethargy of Love; 

To pull, and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure; 
And but diſturb the Quiet of my Death. 

Raym. O Virtue! Virtue! what art thou become, 
That Men ſhould leave thee for that Toy a Woman, 
Made from the Droſs and Retuſe of a Man? 

Heaven took him ſleeping when he made her too; 
Had Man been waking he bad ne er conſented, 
Now, Sen, ſuppoſe 

Some brave Conſpiracy were ready form'd 

To puniſh Tyrants and redeem the Land, 

Cou'd you fo far bely your Country's Hope, 

As rot to head the Party? 

Torr, How cou'd my Hand rebel againſt my Heart ? 

Raym. How cou'd your Heart rebel againſt your Reaſon? 

Torr, No Honour bids me fight againſt my ſelf; 
The Royal Family is all extinct, 

And ſhe who reigns beſtows her Crown on me: 
So muſt | be ungrateful to the Living, 

To be but vainly pious to the Dead, 

While you defraud your Offspring of their Fate. 

Raym. Mark who defraud their Offspring, you or 1? 
For know there yet ſurvives the lawful Heir 


Of Sancho's Blood, whom when I ſhall praduce, 
J reſt aſſur d to ſee you pale with Fear, . 
And trembling at bis Name. ble 


Torr, e muſt be more than Man who makes me trem- 
I dare him to the Field with all the Odds 
Of Juſtice on bis Side, againſt my Tyrant: 

Produce your lawful Prince, and you ſhall ſee 
How brave a Rebel Love has made your Son, 

Raym. Read that: *Tis with the Royal Signet fign'd, 
And given me by the King, when Time ſhou'd ſerve 
To be perus'd by you. 

Torr, reads, ] I the King, 

My youngeſt and alone ſurviving Son, 
| Reported 
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Reported dead r'e/cape rebellious Rage, 
Ill happier Times ſhall call his Courage forth 
Td break my Fetters, or revenge my Fate, 
I will that Raymond educate as his, 
And call him Torriſmond 
If I am he, that Son, that Torri/mond, 
The World contains not ſo forlorn a Wretch! 
Let never Man believe he can be happy ! 
For when I thought my Fortune moſt ſecure, 
One fatal Moment tears me from my Joys: 
And when two Hearts were joyn'd by mutual Love, 
The Sword of Juſtice cets upon the Knot, 
And ſevers 'em for ever. 
Raym. True, it muſt, 
Torr. O cruel Man, to tell me that it muſt ! 
If you have any Pity in your Breaſt, 
Redeem me from this Labyrinth of Fate, 
And plunge me in my firſt Obſcurity: 
The Secret is alone between us two; 
And though you wou'd not hide me from myſelf, 
© yet be kind, conceal me from the World, 
And be my Father ſtill. plain. 
Raym. Your Lot's too glorious, and the Proot's toe 
Now in the Name of Honour, Sir, I beg you 
(Since I muſt uſe Authority no more) 
Oa theſe old Knees I beg you, ere I dye, 
That I may ſee your Father's Death reveng'd. 
Torr. Why, tis the only Bus'neſs of my Life; 
My Order's iflu'd to recall the Army, 
And Bertran's Death reſolv'd. der. 
Ray. And not the Queen's? O, ſhe's the chief Offen- 
Shall Juſtice turn her Edge within your Hand? 
No, if ſhe ſcape, you are your ſelf the Tyrant, 
And Murtherer of your Father, 
Torr. Cruel Fates, 
To what have you reſerv'd me! 
Raym, Why that Sigh? [Heart, 
Torr. Since you mult know, (but break, O break, my 
Before I tell my fatal Story out,) 
Th' Uſurper of my Throne, my Houſe's Ruin, 
The Murtherer of my — is my Wife! 
3. 
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Raym. O Horror! Horror! After this Alliance 
Let Tygers match with Hinds, and Wolves with Sheep, 
And every Creature couple with his Foe, 
How vainly Man deſigns, when Heav'n oppoſes! 
I bred you up to Arms, rais'd you to Power, 
Permitted you to fight for this Uſurper, 
Indeed to fave a Crown, not hers, but yours, 
All to make ſure the Vengeance of this Day, 
Which even this Day has ruin'd —— One more Queſtion 
Let me but ack, and I have done for ever: 
Do you yet love the Cauſe of all your Woes, 
Or is ſhe grown (as ſure ſhe ought to be) 
More odious to your Sight than Toads and Adders ? 
Torr, O there's the utmoſt Malice of my Fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love! 
_—_ No more: — Farewel, my much-lamented King. 
[4 e.] I dare not truſt him with himſelf ſo far, 
o own him to the People as their King, 
Before their Rage has finiſh'd my Deſigns 
On Bertran and the Queen, but in deſpight 
Ev'n of himſelf II ſave him. [Exit Raymond, 
Torr. *Tis but a Moment fince I haye been King, 
And weary on't already; I'm a Lover, 
And lov'd, poſſeſs; yet all theſe make me wretched; 
And Heav'n has giv'n me Bleſſings for a Curſe, 
With what a Load of Vengeance am ! preſt, 
Yet never, never, can I hope for Reſt; 
For when my heavy Burthen I remove, 
The Weight falls down, and cruſhes her I leve. [Exi, 


ELLE Y. ILENTE'L 
SCENE, A Bed. Chamber. | 


Enter Torriſmond, 
Tur. J Ove, Juſtice, Nature, Pity, and Revenge, 
44 Have kindled up a Wild- fire in my Breaſt, 
And I am all a Civil- War within! 
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Enter Queen and Tereſa at a Diſtavce, 

My Leonora there! 
Mine! is ſhe mine? my Father's Murtherer mine? 
Oh! that I could with Honour, love her more, 
Or hate her leſs, with Reaſon! See, ſhe weeps; 
Thinks me unkind, or falſe, and knows not why 
I thus eſtrange my Perſon from her Bed : 
Shall I not tell her? no: *cwill break her Heart: | 
She'll know too ſoon her own and my Misfortunes. Exit. 

4. He's gone, and I am loſt; did'ſt thou not ſee 
His tullen Eyes? how gloomily they planc'd: 


Ter. Can you not gueſs from whence this Chinge pro- 
u. No: there's the Grief, Tereſa: Oh, Tereſa! 
Fain would I tell thee what I feel within, 
But Shame and Modeſty have ty'd my Tongue! 
Yet I will tell, that thou may'ſt weep with me. 
Hcw dear, how ſweet his firſt Embraces were! 
With what a Zeal he joyn'd his Lips to mine! 
And ſuck'd my Breath at every Word I ſpoke, 
As if he drew his Inſpiration thence: 
While both our Souls came upward to our Mouths, 
As neighbouring Monarchs at their Borders meet: 
thought: Oh no; Tis falſe; I could not think; 
Twas neither Life nor Death, but both in one. 
Ter. Then ſure his Tranſports were not leſs than yours, 
u. More, more! for by the high-hung Tapers Light 
I cou'd diſcern his Cheeks were glowing red, 
His very Eye-balls trembled with his Love, 
And ſparkl'd through their Caſements humid Fires: 
He figh'd, and kiſs'd, breath'd ſhort, and wou'd have ſpoke, 
But was too fierce to throw away the Time; 
All he cou'd ſay was Love, and Leonora. 
Ter. How then can you ſuſpect him loſt ſo ſoon ? 
Qu. Laſt Night he flew not with a Bridegroom's Haſte, 
Which eagerly prevents the pointed Hour; 
I told the Clocks, and watch'd the wafting Light, 
And liſtned to each ſoftly-treading Step, 
In Hope 'twas he: but till it vas not he. 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd Looks, 
So wild, ſo gaſtly, as if ſome gay had met himy an 
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All pale, and ſpeechleſs, he ſurvey'd me round; 
Ther, with a Groan, he threw himſelf a- bed, 
But far from me, as far as he could move, 
And figh'd, and toſs'd, and turn'd, but ſtill from me. 
Ter. What, all the Night? 
4. Even all the live-long Night. 
At laſt: (for, bluſhing, I mult tell thee all.) 
I preſs'd his Hand, and laid me by his Side, 
He pull'd it back, as if he touch'd a Serpent. 
With that I burſt into a Fleod of Tears, 
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Qu. I wiſh *twere ſo: but Love ſtill doubts the worſt; 
My kcavy Heart, the Propheteſs of Woes, 
Forebodes ſome Ill at Hand: To ſooth my Sadneſs, Yo 


|. And ask'd him bow 1 had offended him? 

He anſwer'd nothing, but with Sighs and Groans, 

So reſtleſs paſt the Night: and at the Dawn | By 
is Leapt from the Bed, and vaniſh'd. Tl 
| Ter, Sighs and Groans, 
Paleneſs and Trembling, all are Signs of Love; | Ye 
| He only fears to make you ſhare his Sorrows, W. 
| 


Sing me the Song, which poor Olympia made 
V hen falſe pms left her, 1 f | 
A SONG. ; 
1. 1 Sol 
Arewel, ungrateful Traitor, ; 
F Farewel my pirjur d Swain; | 
Let neter injur d Creature de' 
Belieze a Man again. 17 A 
Tie Pleaſure of poſſeſſing By 
Si rpaſſes all expreſſing, = Blee 
But tis too ſhort a Bl ſſing, 7 
And Loxe too long a Pain. c 
II, I ca 
Ii: eaſie to deceive us. 7 
In pity of your Pain ; L 
But when we love, you leave 1 Wh; 
To rail at you in van, To 
Before we have deſcry d it, No 
There is no Bliſs beſide it; And 
But ſhe that once has try d it, But « 


1 


Hill never love again. III. 
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III. 
The Paſſim you pretended, 
Was only to obtain ; 

But when the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain. 
Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Jill we have loſt our Treaſure: 
But dying is a Pleaſure, 

When living is a Pain. 


Re-enter Torriſmond, 
Torr. Still ſhe is here, and Kill I cannot ſpeak; 
But wander like ſome diſcontented Ghoſt, 
That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. [ Going again 
Qu. O, Torriſmond, it you reſolve my Death, 


| You need no more, but to go hence again: 


Will you not ſpeak ? 
Torr, I cannot, | 
u. Speak! oh, ſpeak! 
168 Anger wou'd be kinder than your Silence. 
Torr, Oh! 
Qu. Do not ſigh, or tell me why you ſigb. 
Torr, Why do [ live, ye Powers? 
Qu. Why do I live, to hear you ſpeak that Word? 
Some black-mouth'd Villian has defam'd my Virtue. 
Her. No! No! Pray let me go. 
Qu. [ Kneeling.) You ſhall not go: 
By all the Pleaſures of our Nuprial-bed, 
It ever I was lov'd, though now Pm not, 
By theſe true Tears which from my wounded Heart 
Bleed at my Eyes 
Torr, Riſe. 
u. | will never riſe, 
I cannot chuſe a better Place to dye. 
Torr, Oh! I wou'd ſpeak, but cannot, | ſnot: 
1. [Riſang.] Guilt keeps you ſilent then; you love me 
What have I done? ye Powers, what have I done ? 
To ſee my Youth, my Beauty, and my Love 
No ſooner gain'd, but lighted and betray'd: 
And like a Roſe juſt gather'd from the Stalk, 
But only ſmelt, and cheaply throw alide, 
D 4 To 
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To wither on the Ground. 
Ter. For Heay'n Sake, Madam, moderate your Paſſion: 
. Why nam'ſt thou Heav'n, there is no Heay'n for 


When I had rais'd his groveling Fate from Ground, 
To Pow'r and Love, to Empire and to me; 
When each Embrace was dearer than the firſt; 
Then, then to be contemn'd; then, then thrown off; 
It calls me old, and wither'd, and deform'd, 
And loathſome: Oh! What Woman can bear loathſome? 
The Turtle flies not from his billing Mate, 
He bills the cloſer: but ungrateful Man, 
Baſe, barbarous Man, the more we raiſe our Love, 
The more we pall, and cool, and kill his Ardour, 
Racks, Poyſon, Deggers, rid me of my Life; 
And any Death is welcome. 
Torr, Be witneſs all ye Powers that know my Heart; 
J would have kept the fatal Secret hid, 
But ſhe has conquer'd, to her Ruin conquer'd: 
Here take this Paper, read our Deſtinies; 
Yet do not; but in Kindneſs to your ſelf, 
Be ignorantly ſafe. 
Qa. No! give it me. 
Even though it be the Sentence of my Death. 
Torr. Then ſee how much unhappy Love has made us, 
O Leonora! Oh! 
We two were born when ſullen Planets reign'd ; 
When each the other's Influence oppos'd, 
And drew the Stars to Factions at our Birth. 
Oh! better, better had it been for us, 
That we had never ſeen, or never lov'd. 
u. There is no Faith in Heav'n, if Heay'n ſays ſo, 
You dare not give it. 
Torr. As unwillingly, 
As | would reach out Opium to a Friend | 
Who lay in Torture, and deſir'd to dy. [Gives the Paper, 
But now you have it, ſpare my Sight the Pain 
Of ſeeing what a World of Tears it coſts you, 
Go, fileatly enjoy your Part of Grief, 
And ſhare the ſad Inheritance with me. 
Q. I haye a thirſty Feaver in my Soul, 


Give 


Deſpair, Death, Hell, have ſeiz'd my tortur'd Soul: [me, 
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And riſing in a Moment. King. 


The SPANISH FR YAR. Eg 


Give me but preſent Eaſe, and let me dye, 
: [Exe. Queen and Tereſa. | 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. Arm, arm, my Lord; the City-Bands are up, 
Drums beating, Colours flying, Shouts confus'd; 
All cluſtring in a Heap, like ſwarming Hives, 


Tory, With Defign to puniſh Bertran, and revenge the 
*T was order'd ſo, 
Lor. Then you're betray'd, my Lord. 
'Tis true, they block the Caſtle kept by Bertran, 
But now they cry, Down with the Palace, fire it, 
Pull out th' uſurping Queen, 
Torr. The Queen, Lorenzo! durſt they name the Queen? 
Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name her. 
Torr. O Sacrilege! ſay quickly who commands 
This vile blaſphemipg Rout? 
Lor. I'm loth to tell you, 
But both our Fathers thruſt 'em headlong on, 
And bear down all before em. 
Torr. Death and Hell! 
Somewhat muſt be reſolv'd, and ſpeedily. 
How ſay'ſt thou, my Lorenzo? dar'ſt thou be 
A Friend, and once forget thou art a Son, 
To help to ſave the Queen? 
Lor. | Aſide.) Let me conſider; 
Bear Arms againſt my Father? he begat me; 
That's true ; but for whoſe Sake did he beget me? 
For his own, ſure enough: for me he knew not. 
Oh ! but ſays Conſcience: Fly in Nature's Face ? 
But how, if Nature fly in my Face firſt? 
Then Nature's the Aggreſſor: Let her look tot: 
he gave me Life, and he may take it back 
No, that's Boy's Play, ſay . — 
'Tis Policy for Son and Father to take different Sides: 
For then, Lands and Tenements commit no Treaſon. 
To Tr.] Sir, upon mature Conſideration, I have found' 
my Father to be little better than a Rebel, and therefore, 
I'll do my beſt to ſecure him, for your Sake; in Hope, 
you may ſecure him hereafter for my Sake, 
Torr, Pat on thy utmoſt Speed to head the Troope, 
D Which 
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Which every Moment I expect t'arrive: a 
Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful King: 

I need not caution thee for Raymond's Life, 

Though I no more muſt call him Father now, 

Lor. [ Aſide.] How! not call him Father? I ſee Prefer: 
ment alters a Man ſtrangely. This may ſerve me for a Uſe 
of Inſtruction, to caſt off my Father when I am great. 
Methought too, he cali'd himſelf the Jawful King; inti- / 
mating ſweetly, that he knows what's what with our / 
Sovereign Lady: Well, if I rout my Father, as I hope in 
Heayen I ſhall, I am in a fair Way to be a Prince of the þ 
Blood. Farewel General; I'll bring up thoſe that ſhall 
try what Mettle there is in Orange-Tawny. Exit. WM 7 

Torr. [ At the Door.) Haſte there, command the Guards i , 
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be all drawn up 
Before the Palace Gate. - By Heaven, I ll face 
This Tempeſt, and deſerve the Name of King. 
O, Leonora, beauteous in thy Crimes, 
Never were Hell and Heaven ſo match'd before! 
Look upward, Fair, but as thou look'ſt on me; 
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Then all the Bleſt will beg, that thou may'ſt live, Di 
And even my Father's Ghoſt his Death forgive. [Exi, 
SCEN E The Palace-Tard. W 

Drums and Trumpets within. W 

Enter Raymond, Alphonſo, Pedro, and their Party, By 
Raym. Now, valiant Citizens, the Time is come, Th 
To ſhow your Courage, and your Loyalty: 
You have a Prince of Sancho's Royal Blood, He 
The Darling of the Heavens, and Joy of Earth; Th 
When he's produc'd, as ſoon he ſhall among you, An 
Speak, what will you adventure to re- ſeat him 2 
Upan his Father's Throne? To 


nn. Our Lives and Fortunes, Be 


Raym. What then remains to perfect our Succeſs, And 
But o'er the T'yrant's Guards to force our Way? 1 
Omn. Lead on, lead on. You 
Drums aud Trumpets on the other Side, Þ Th 

Enter Terriſmond and his Party: As they are going The 

| to fight, he ſpeaks. Till 

Torr, [Tv bis. ] Hold, hold your Arms, 1 


Raym. 
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Raym. [To his.] Retire, 
Alph, What means this Pauſe? 
Ped. Peace: Nature works within them. 
D Torr. and Raym. go apart. 
Torr, How comes it, good old Man, that wetwo meet 
On theſe harſh Terms! thou very reverend Rebel? 
Thou venerable Traytor, in whoſe Face 
And hoary Hairs Treaſon is ſanctified; 
And Sin's black Dye ſeems blanch'd by Age to Virtue, 
Raym. What Treaſon is it to redeem my King. 
And to reform the State? 
Torr. That's a ſtale Cheat: 
The primitive Rebel, Lucifer, firſt us'd it, 
And was the firſt Reformer of the Skies. 
Raym, What, if I ſee my Prince miſtake a Poyſon, 
Call it a Cordial? Am I then a Traytor, 
Becauſe I hold his Hand, or break the Glaſs? 
Drr. How dar'ſt thou ſerve thy King againſt his Will? 
Raym. Becauſe tis then the only Time to ſerve him. 
Torr, I take the Blame of all upon my elf, 
Diſcharge thy Weight on me. 
Raym. O, never, never! 
Why, *cis to leave a Ship toſs'd in a Tempeſt 
Without the Pilot's Care. 
Tory, I'll puniſh thee, 
By Heav'n, I will, as I wou'd puniſh Rebels, 
Thou ſtubborn loyal Man, | 
Raym. Firſt let me fee 
Her puniſh'd who miſ-leads you from your Fame, 
Then burn me, hack me, hew me into Pieces, 
And L. ſhall dye well pleas'd. 
Torr. Prochim my Title, (ſhale ſtill 
To ſave th' Effuſion of my Subjects Blood, and thou 
Be as my Foſter-· Father near my Breaſt, 
And next my Leonora. 
Raym. That Word ſtabs me. 
You ſhall be ſtill plain Torri/-zond with me, 
Th' Abetter, Partner, (if you like that Name,) 
The Husband of a Tyrant, but no King; 
'Till you deſerve that Title by your Juſtice. 
Torr, Then, farewel Pity, I will be obey d- - 
YN 4 
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[To the People.) Hear, you miſtaken Men, whoſe Loyalty 
Runs headſong into Treaſon: See your Prince, 

In me behold your murther'd Sancho's Son; 

Diſmiſs your Arms; and I forgive your Crimes. 

Raym. Believe him not; he raves; his Words are looſe 
As Heaps of Sand, and ſcattering, wide from Senſe, 
You ſee he knows not me his natural Father; 

But aiming to poſſeſs th' uſurping Queen, 

So high he's mounted in his airy Hopes, 

That now the Wind has got into his Head, 

And turn'd his Brains to Frenzy. 
Torr, Hear me yet, I am 
Raym. Fall on, fall on, and hear him not: 

But ſpare his Perſon for his Father's Sake. 

Ped. Let me come, if he be mad, I have that fhall cure 
him. There's not a Surgeon in all Arragon has ſo much 
Dexterity as I have at breathing of the Temple-Vein, 

Torr, My Right for me! 

Raym. Our Liberty for us! 

Omn. Liberty, Liberty! — [ 4s they are ready to fight, 

Enter Lorenzo and his Party. 

Loy. On Forfeit of your Lives, lay down your Arms, 

Alpb. How, Rebel, art thou there? 

Lor. Lake your Rebel back again, Father mine. The 
deaten Party are Rebels to the — I have been 
at bard-head with your butting Citizens; I have routed 
your Herd; I have diſpe:iſt them; and now they are re- 
treated quietly, from their extraordinary Vocatio of fight- 
ing in the Streets, to their ordinary Vocation of cozening 
in their Shops. 

Torr. [to Raym.} You ſee tis vain contending with the 


Acknowledge what | am. [Truth, 
Raym, You are my King: wou'd you wou'd be your 
But by a fatal Fondneſs, you betray [own; 


Your Fame and Glory to th' Uſurper's Bed: 
Enjoy the Fruits of Blood and Parricide, 
Take your own Crown from Leonora's Gift, 
And hug your Father's Murtherer in your Arma 
Enter Queen, Tereſa, and Women, 
Alph. No more: behold the Queen. 
Ram. Behold the Bafilisk of Torriſmond, 


Tat 


ty 


oſe 


Lat 


The SPANISH FRYAX. 73 


That kills him with ber Eyes. I will ſpeak on, 

My Life is of no farther Uſe to me: 

would have chaffer'd it before for Vengeance: 

Now let it go for Failing. [ſpeale, 

Torr. Aſide.] My Heart ſinks in me while I hear him 
And every flacken'd Fibre droops its Hold, 

Like Nature letting down the Springs of Life; 

So much the Name of Father awes me till. 

Send off the Crowd: For you, now I haye conquer'd, 
I can hear with Honour your Demands. | 

Lor. to Alph. Now, Sir, who proves the Traytor ? My 
Conſcience is true to me, it always whiſpers right when 
[ have my Regiment to back it. 

Exeunt omnes prater Torr. Raym, and Leon. 

Tory, O Leonora! what can Love do more? 
have oppos d your ill Fate to the utmoſt : 

Combated Heaven and Earth to keep you mine: 
And yet at laſt that Tyrant, Juſtice! Oh 
#. Tis paſt, tis paſt: and Love is ours no more; 
Yet I complain not of the Powers above; 
They made m'a Miſer's Feaſt of Happineſs, 
And cou'd not furniſh out another Meal. 
Now, by yon' Stars, by Heaven, and Earth, and Men; 
By all my Foes at once; I ſwear my Torriſmond, 
That to have had you mine for one ſhort Day, 
Has cancell'd balf my mighty Sum of Woes : 
Say but you hate me not. 
Tory, I cannot hate you. 
m. Can you not? ſay that once more; 
That all the Saints may witneſs it againſt you. 
#. Cruel Raymond \ 
Can he not puniſh me, but he muſt hate? 
O! *ris not Juſtice, but a brutal Rage, 
Which hates th' Offender's Perſon with his Crimes: 
have enough to overwhelm one Woman, | 
To loſe a Crown and Lover in a Day: 
Let Pity lend a Tear when Rigour ſtrikes, 

Raym. Then, then you ſhall have thought of Tears 
When Virtue, Majefty, and hoary Age {and Pity, 
Pleaded for Sancho s Life. $ 

Qu. My future Days ſhall be one whole 6 
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A Chapel will I build with large Endowment, 
Where every Day an hundred aged Men 
Sha'l all hold up their wither'd Hands to Heaven 
To pardon Sancho's Death, 
Torr, See, Raymond, ſee: She makes a large Amends: 
Sancho is dead: no Puniſhment of her 
Can raiſe his cold tiff Limbs from the dark Grave; 
Nor can his bleſſed Soul look down from Heaven; 
Or break th' eternal Sabbath of his Reſt, 
To ſee, with Joy, her Miſeries on Earth. 
Raym. Heaven may forgive a Crime to Penitence, 
For Heaven can judge if Penitence be true; 
But Man who knows not Hearts, ſhould make Examples, 
Which, like a Warning · piece, muſt be ſhot off, 
To fright the reſt from Crimes, 
u. Had I but known that Sancho was his Father, 
I would have pour'd a Deluge of my Blood 
To fave one Drop of his, 
Torr. Mark that, inexorable Raymond, mark! 
Twas fatal Ignorance that caus d his Death. 
Raym. What if ſhe did not know he was your Father! 
She knew he was a Man, the beft of Men, 
Heaven's Image double ſtamp'd, as Man and King, 
He was, he was, een more than you can fay, 
But yet 
Raym. But yet you barbarouſly murther'd him, 
#. He will not hear me out! 
Torr, Was ever Criminal forbid to plead? 
Curb your ill-manner'd Zeal. 
Raym. Sing to him, Syren; 
For I ſhall ſtop my Ears: now mince the Sin, 
And mollifie Damnation with a Phraſe: 
Say you conſented not to Sancho's Death, 
But barely not forbad it. 
1. Hard-hearted Man, I yield my guilty Cauſe, 
But all my Guilt was caus'd by too much Love, 
Had I, for Jealouſie of Empire, ſought 
Good Sancho's Death, Sancho had dy d before, 
"Twas always in my Power to take his Life: 
But Intereft never could my Conſcience blind, 
Till Love had caſt a Miſt before my Eyes; 
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and made me think his Death the only Means 
Which could ſecure my Throne to Toyri/mond, 

Torr, Never was fatal Miſchief meant ſo kind, 

For all ſhe gave has taken all away. 
Malicious Pow'rs! is this to be reſtor'd ? 
'Tis to be worſe depos'd chan Sancho was. 

Ruym. Heaven has reſtor'd you, 2 depoſe you ſelſ: 
Oh! when young Kings begin with Scorn of Juſtice, 
They make an Omen to their after-Reign, 

And blot their Annals in the foremoſt Pa 
Torr. No more; leſt you be made the firſt Example, 


To ſhow how I can puniſh. 
Raym. Once again: 
Let her be made your Father's Sacrifice, 
And after make me her's. 
Tory, Condemn a Wife! 
That were to attone for Parricide with Murther! 
Raym. Then let her be divorc'd! we'll be content 
With that poor ſcanty Juſtice: Let her part. [Love. 
Tory, Divorce! that's worſe than Death, tis Death of 
Qu. The Soul and Body part not with ſuch Pain, 
As I from you: but yet 'cis juſt, my Lord: 
am th? Accurſt of Heaven, the Hate of Earth, 
Your Subjects Deteſtation, and your Ruin: 
And therefore fix this Doom upon my elf, 
Tory. Heav'n! Can you wiſh it? to be mine no more? 
u. Yes, I can wiſh it, as the deareſt Proof, 
And laſt, that I can make you of my Love. 
To leave you bleſt, I would be more accurſt 
Than Death can make me; for Death ends our Woes, 
And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene: 
But I would live without you; to be wretched long: 
And hoard up every Moment of my Lite, 
To lengthen out the Payment of my Tears, 
Tul ev'n fierce Raymond at the laſt ſhall ſay, 
Now let her dye, for the has griev'd enough. 
Torr, Hear this, hear this, thou Tribune of the People i 
Thou zealous, publick Blood-hound hear, and melt, 
Raym. [ Aſide.) I could cry now, my Eyes grow wo- 


But yet my Heart holds out. [maniſh, 
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76 
u. Some ſolitary Cloyſter will I chuſe, 

And there with holy Virgins live immur'd: 
Coarſe my Attire, and ſhort ſhall be my Sleep, 
Broke by the melancholy midnight-Bell: 
Now, Raymond, now be fatisfy'd at laſt, 
Faſting and Tears, and Penitence and Prayer 
Shall do dead Sancho Juſtice every Hour. 

Raym. [ Aſide.] By your Leave, Manhood. 


Torr. He weeps, now he's vanquifh'd. 
Raym. No! Tis a ſalt Rheum that ſcalds my Eyes. 
u. If he were vanquiſh'd, I am till unconquer'd, 

Tl leave you in the Height of all my Love, 
Ev'n when my Heart is beating out its Way, 
And ſtruggles to you moſt, 
Farewel, a laſt Farewel! my dear, dear Lord, 
Remember me; ſpeak, Raymond, will you let him? 
Shall he remember Leonora's Love, 
And ſhed a parting Tear to her Misfortunes ? 

Raym. [ Almoſt crying.) Yes, yes, he ſhall; pay go. 


Torr. Now, by my Soul, ſhe ſhall not go: why Ray: 


Her every Tear 1s worth a Father's Life; 
Come to my Arms, come, my fair Penitent, 
Let us not think what future Ills may fall, 
But drink deep Draughts of Love, and loſe em all. 
[Exit Tor. with the Queen. 
Raym. No Matter yet, he has my Hook within him, 
Now let him frisk and flounce, and run, and roul, 
And think to break his Hold: He toils in vain, 
This Love, the Bait he gorg'd ſo greedily, 
Will make him fick, and then I have him ſure. 
Enter Alphonſo and Pedro. 
Alph. Brother, there's News from Bertrar; he deſires 
Admittance to the King, and cries aloud, 
This Day ſhall end our Fears of Civil War: 
For his ſafe Conduct he entreats your Preſence, 
And begs you would be ſpeedy, 
Raym. Though I loath 
The Traytor's Sight, I'll go; Attend us here, 


[ m0nd, 


[ Exit, 
Enter, 
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Eurer Gomez, Elvira, Dominick, with Officers, to 
make the Stage as full as poſſible. 

Ped. Why, how now Gomez; What mak'ſt thon 
here with a whole Brother-hood of City-Bailiffs? Why, 
thou lookeſt like Adam in Paradiſe, with his Guard of 
Beafts about him. 

Gom. Ay, and a Man had Need of them, Don Pedro: 
for here are the two old Seducers, a Wife and Prieſt, 
that's Eve and the Serpent, at my Elbow. 

LON Take Notice how uncharitably he talks of Church- 
en, 

Gom, Indeed you are a charitable Belſwagger: My Wife 
cry'd out Fire, Fire, and you brought out your Church · 
Buckets, and call'd for Engines to — againſt it. 

Alph. 1 am ſorry you are come hither to accuſe your 
Wife, her Education has been virtuous, her Nature mild 
and eaſie. 

Go, Yes! ſhe's eaſie with a Vengeance, there's a cer- 
tain Colonel has found her ſo. 

Alth. She came a ſpotleſs Virgin to your Bed, 

Gom. And ſhe's a ſpotleſs Virgin ſtill for me — fhe's 
never the worſe for my Wearing, I'll take my Oath on't: 
| have liv'd with her with all the Innocence of a Man of 
Threeſcore; like a peaceable Bedfellow as I am. 

Elv. Indeed, Sir, I have no Reaſon to complain of him 
for diſturbing of my Sleep, 

Dom. A fine Commendation you have given your ſelf; 
The Church did not marry you for that. 

Ped. Come, come, your Grievances, your Grievances, 

Dom, Why noble Sir, I'll tell you. 

Gem. Peace Fryar ; and let me ſfeak firſt, I am the 
Plaintiff. Sure you think you are in the Pulpit, where 
you preach by Hours, 

Dom. And you edifie by Minutes. 

Gom. Where you make Doctrines for the People, and 
Uſes and Applications for your ſelves. 

Ped, Gomez, give Way to the old Gentleman in black, 

Gom. No! the other old Gentleman in black ſhall take 
me if I do; I will ſpeak firſt! nay, I will, Fryar! for 
il your Ferùum Sacerdotis, I's ſpeak Truth in few m—_— 
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and then you may come afterwards, and lie by the Clock 
as you uſe to do. For, let me tell you, Gentlemen, he 
ſhall lie and for ſwear himſelf with any Fryar in all Spain: 
that's a bold Word now. 

Dom. Let him alone; let him alone: I ſhall fetch him 
back with a Circum-bendibus, I warrant bim. 

Alph. Well, what have you to ſay againſt your Wife, Gomez? 

Gom, Why, 1 ſay, in the firſt Place, that I and all Men 
are married for our Sins, and that our Wives are a Judp. 
ment; that a Batchelour-Cobler is a happier Man than a 
Prince in Wedlock; that we are all viſited with a hou. 
fold Plague, and Lord have Mercy upon us ſhould be 
written on all our Doors. 

Dom. Now he reviles Marriage, which is one of the 
ſeven bleſſed Sacraments, 

Gom. *Tis liker one of the ſeven deadly Sins: but make 
your beſt on't, I care not; 'tis but binding a Man Neck 
and Heels for all that! But, as for my Wife, that Croco- 
dile of Nilus, ſhe has wickedly and traiterouſly conſpir d 
the Cuckoldom of me her anointed Sovereign Lord : and 
with the Help of the aforeſaid Fryar, whom Heaven 
confound, and with the Limbs of one Colonel Hernando, 
Cuckold-maker of this City, deviliſhly centriv'd to ſteal 
her ſelf away, and under her Arm feloniouſly to bear 
one Casket of Diamonds, Pearls and other Jewels, to the 
Value of 30000 Piſtoles. Guilty, or notguilty ; how ſay it 
thou Culprit? 

Dom. Falſe and ſcandalous! Give me the Book, II 
take my corporal Oath point blank agaiaſt every Particu- 
lar of this Charge. 

Elv. And ſo will I, 

Dom. As I was walking in the Streets, telling my 
Beads, and praying to my ſelf, according to my uſvus| 
Cuſtom, I heard a foul Out- cry before Gomez his Portal; 
and his Wife, my Penitent, making doleful Lamentations: 
Thereupon, making what Haſte my Limbs would ſuffer 
me, that are crippled with often kneeling, 1 ſaw him 
ſpurning and fiſting her moſt unmerciſully; whereupon, 
uſing Chriſtian Arguments with bim to deſift, he fel 
violently upon me, without Reſpect to my . 
| rders, 
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Orders, puſh'd, me from him, and turn'd me about with 
Finger and a Thumb, juſt as a Man wou'd ſet up a 
Top. Mercy, quoth I, Damme, quoth he, And till 
continued labouring me, *cilla good-minded Colonel came 
by, whom, as Heaven ſhall ſave me, I had never ſeen 
before. 

Gem, O Lord! O Lord! 

Dom. Ay, and O Lady! O Lady too! I redouble my 
Oath, I had never ſcen him. Well, this noble Colonel, 
like a true Gentleman, was for taking the weaker Part 
rou may be ſure whereupon this Gomez flew upon 
him like a Dragon, got him down, the Devil being ſtrong 
in him, and gave him Baſtinado on Baſtinado, and Buffer 
upon Buffet, which the poor, meek Colonel, being pro- 
ſtrate, ſuffered with a moſt Chriſtian Patience. 

Gem, Who? he meek? I'm ſure I quake at the very 
Thought of him; why, he's as fierce as Rhodomont, he 
made Aſſault and Battery upon my Perſon, beat me into 
il the Colours of the Rainbow, And every Word this 
tbominable Prieſt has utter'd is as falſe as the Alcoran. 
But if you want a thorough-pac'd Lyar that will ſwear 
through thick and thin, commend me to a Fryar. 

Eiter Lorenzo, who comes behind the Company, and ftands 
at his Father's Back unſeen, over-againſt Gomez. 

Lor. [Ajide ] How now! What's here todo? my Cauſe 
a trying, as I live, and that before my own Father: now 
Fourſcore take him for an old bawdy Magiſtrate, that 
ſands like the Picture of Madam Juſtice, with a Pair of 

ales in his Hand, to weigh Lechery by Ounces, 

Alph. Well but all this while, who is this Co- 
onel Hernando? 

Gom. He's the firſt-begotten of Beelxebub, with a Face 


as tertible as Demogorgon, 


[ Lorenzo peeps over Alphonſo's Head, 

and ſtares at Gomez, 

No! I lie, I lie: Eg : , 
e's a very proper handſome Fellow ! well proportion'd 
ad clean ſhap'd, with a Face like a Cherubin. 


Ped, 
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Ped. What, backward and forward, Gomez ? do'ſt thou - 
hunt counter? 0 
Alph. Had this Colonel any former Deſign upon yourſiha! 
Wife? for, if that be prov'd, you ſhall have juſtice, Pie 
Gom. [ Aſide.] Now I dare ſpeak; let him look af 4 
creadfully as he will. — I ſay, Sir, and I will prove it, that bis 
he had a lewd Deſign upon her Body, and attempted to G: 
corrupt her Honeſty. [Lor. Lifts up his Fiſt clencht at him A 
I confeſs my Wife was as willing — as himſelf; andy L. 
I believe, twas ſhe corrupted him: for I have known G: 
him formely a very civil and modeſt Perſon. | 
Elv. You ſee, Sir, he contradicts himſelf at every Word 
he's plainly mad. 
Alph. Speak boldly, Man! and ſay what thou wilt itand 
by: did he ſtrike thee? du 
Gom. I will ſpeak boldly: he ſtruck me on the FacqFlbit 
before my own Threſhold, that the very Walls cry mai 
Shame on him. [ Lor. kolds up again | 
»Tis true, I gave him Provocation, for the Man's: 
peaceable a Gentleman as any is in all Spain. 
Dom. Now the Truth comes out, in Spight of him. n 
Ped. I believe the Fryar has bewitch'd him. Ely, 
Alph. For my Part I ſee no Wrong that has been of, tt 
fer'd him, o her 
Com. How? no Wrong? why, he raviſh'd me wit Don 
the Help of two Soldiers. carried me away Vi & Armi Com 
and would have put me into a Plot againſt the Governf® Gu 
ment. [ Lor. holds up again Lor. 
I confeſs, I never could endure the Government, befed P 
cauſe it was tyrannical: but my Sides and Shoulders ar{deed 
black and blue, as I can ſtrip and ſhew the Marks offceſlar 
em. | [Lor. Again Alp 
But that might happen too by a Fall that I got yeſtergſ#u ba 
day upon the Pebbles, [ All laugiexy, 
Dom. Freſh Straw, and a dark Chamber: a moſt mafit, to 
nifeſt Judgment, there never comes better of railing aff Gom, 
gainſt the Church. bit,! 
Gom. Why, what will you have me ſay? I think you Quir 
make me mad: Truth has been at my Tongue's End thigpon h 
half Hour, and I have not Power to bring it out, for Feaſte of 
of this bloody-minded Colonel, 
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Alph. What Colonel? 

Gom. Why, my Colonel; I mean, my Wife's Colonel, 
hat appears there to me like my Malus Genius, and ter- 
nes me. 

k ul A. ¶ Turning.] Now you are mad indeed, Gomez ; 
bis is my Son Lorenzo. 

ed to Gm. How! your Son Lorenzo! it is impoſſible. 

bin Alb. As true as your Wife Elvira is my Daughter. 
Lor, What, have | taken all this Pains about a Siſter ? 
owa Gom. No, you have taken ſome about me: I am ſure, 
you are her Brother, my Sides can ſhew the Tokens ot 
ur Alliance. 

Alph. to Lor. You know I f your Siſter into a Nun- 
Wery, with a ſtrict Command not to ſee you, for fear 
ou ſhould have wrought upon her to have taken the 
Wait, which was never my Intention; and conſequently, 
married her without your Knowledge, that it might not 
ni: in your Power to prevent it. 

Elv, You ſee, Brother, I had a natural Affection to you. 
Lor. What a delicious Harlot have I loſt! Now, Pox 
on me, for being ſo near a-kin to thee. 

Ely, However, we are both beholden to Fryar Domi- 
z, the Church is an indulgent Mother, ſhe never fails to 
her Part. 

Dom. Heaven! what will become of me? 

Com. Why, you are not like to trouble Heaven; thoſe 
Guts were never made for mounting. 

Lor. I ſhall make bold to disburthen him of my hun- 
ed Piſtoles, to make him the lighter for his Journey: 
deed tis partly out of Conſcience, that I may not 
ceſſary to his breaking his Vow of Poverty. 

Alph. I have no ſecular Power to reward the Pains 
au have taken with my Daughter: But I ſhall do't by 
roxy, Fryar; your Biſhop's my Friend, and is too ho- 
ſt, to ler ſuch as you infect a Cloyſter. 

Gom, Ay, do Father-in-Law, let him be ſtript of his 
bit, and diſ-order'd, woes | would fain ſee him walk 
you Quirpo, like a cas d Rabbit, without his holy Furr 
J thißpon his Back, that the World may once behold the In- 
Fe 13 of a Fryar. 
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Dom. Farewel, kind Gentlemen: I give you all m © 
Bleſſing before I go. 


May your Siſters, Wives, and Daughters, be fo naty 
rally lewd, that they may have no Occaſion for a Dey; 
to tempt, or a Fryar to Pimp for em. E. 
[ Exit, with a Rabble puſhing him 
Enter Torriſmond, Leonora, Bertran, Ray- 
mond, Tereſa, gc. 
Torr. He lives! helives! my Royal Father lives! 
Let every one partake the general Joy. 
Some Angel with a golden Trumpet ſound, 
King Sancho lives! and let the ecchoing Skies 
From Pole to Pole reſound, King Sancho lives! 
O Bertran, oh! no more my Foe, but Brother : 
One Act like this blots out a Thouſand Crimes, 
Bert. Bad Men, when tis their Intereſt, may do Good: 
I muſt confeſs, I counſel'd Sancho s Murther; 
And urg'd the Queen by ſpecious Arguments: 
But ſtill, ſuſpecting that her Love was chang'd, 
I ſpead abroad the Rumour of his Death, 
To ſound the very Soul of her Defigns : 
Th' Event you know was anſwering to my Fears: 
She threw the Odium of the Fact on me, 
And publickly avow'd her Love to you. 
Raym, Heaven guided all to ſave the Innocent. 
Bert, I plead no Merit, but a bare Forgiveneſs, 
Torr. Not only that, but Favour: Sancho's Life, 
Whether by Virtue or Defign preſery'd, 
Claims all within my Power. 


2. My 2 are heard; 
And I have nothing farther to deſire, 
But Sancho's Leave to authorize our Marriage. 

Torr, Oh! fear not him! Pity and he are one; 
So merciful a King did never live; 
Loth to revenge, and eaſie to forgive: 
But let the bold Conſpirator beware, 
For Heaven makes Princes its peculiar Care. 

[ Exennt One. 
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By a Friend of the Auruo Rs. 


T Here's none I'm fare, who is 4 Friend to Love, 
But will our Fryar's Character approve: 
The ableſt Spark among you ſometimes needs 
ood b pious Help, for charitable Deeds. 
Our Church, alas! (as Rome objccts) does want 
Theſe Ghoſtly Comforts for the falling Saint : 
This gains them their Whore-Converts, and may be 
One Reaſon of the Growth of Popery. 
„ Mahomet's Religion came in Faſhion, 
by the large Leave it gave to Fornication. 
tar not the Guilt, if you can pay fort well; 
re is no Dives in the Roman Hell, 
old opens the ſtrait Gate, and lets him in; 
ut want of Money is a Mortal Sin. 
or all beſides you may diſcount to Heaven, 
Ind drop @ Bead to keep the Tallies even. 
om are Men cozen'd ſtill with Shows of Good | 
We Bawd's beſt Mask is the grave Fryar's Hood. 
Though Vice no more a Clergy-Man diſpleaſes, 
Than Doctors can be thought to hate Diſeaſes. 
Tis by your living ill, that they live well, 
ants, E/ your Debauches their fat Pawnches ſwell. 
is a Mock-War between the Prieſt and Devil; 
Vhen they think fit, they can be very civil, 
| Al 
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As ſome, who did French Counſels firſt advance, 
To blind the World, have rail d in Print at France. 
Thus do the Clergy at your Vices bawl, 

That with more Eaſe they may engroſs them all. 
By damning yours, they do their own maintain. 
A Church-Man's Godlineſs is always Gain, 
Hence to their Prince they will ſuperiour be; 

Ard Civil Treaſon grows Church- Loyalty: 

They boaſt the Gift of Heaven is in their Power ; 
Well may they give the God they can devour, 
Still to the Sick and Dead their Claims they lay; 
For tis on Carrion that the Vermin prey. 

Nor have they leſi Dominion on our Life, 

They trot the Husband, and they pace the Wife, 
Rouze up you Cuckolds of the Northern Climes, 
Aud learn from Sweden to prevent ſuch Crimes. 
Unman the Fryar, and leave the holy Drone 

To hum in his forſaken Hive alone; 

He'll work no Hony when his Sting is gone. 

Your Wrues and Daughters ſoon will leave the Sells, 
When they have loft the Sound of Aaron's Bells, 


IV. 


